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Blurb 


Is there such thing as love at first bar fight? 

I may be small and pretty, but what I lack in intimidation factor, I make 
up for in violence. 

I made a vow five years ago that the motorcycle club responsible for my 
brother’s death would pay the price, and I’m finally ready to collect. May 
God have mercy on the men who hurt my brother, because I don’t plan to. 

Accidentally breaking the nose of the deadliest man in the city wasn’t 
my best move. Xaviaro Saviano, trigger man for the Moretti Crime 
Family... and now my own personal stalker. But if I have to go through him 
to deliver well-deserved justice, so be it. 

As strange as it sounds, Xaviaro seems to want to help me more than he 
wants to hurt me. I can’t shake the man no matter what I do. Threatening 
him feels like foreplay, tying him up only turns him on... I could play nice, 
but that’s never been my strong suit. 

Pd be lying if I said he wasn’t starting to grow on me, especially when 
he calls me his Deadly Little Sparrow from his knees. I’ve never met a man 
who could handle me, let alone one who can’t stop begging me for more. 

Can love and revenge live in the same heart? I guess there’s only one 
way to find out... 
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Content/Trigger Warnings 


Bad guys being murdered in cold blood 
Consensual Choking 


NON-consensual choking that does NOT occur between the 
main characters and is not sexual 


Other kinks that probably don't require a warning: bondage, 
primal play, power exchange 
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Chapter 1 


XAVIARO 
SOME NIGHTS NOTHING FEELS real. The burn I’m expecting on my 
tongue when I toss back my whiskey is deadened. The noisy chatter in the 
bar sounds muted, like I have cotton in my ears. Everything is numb. 
Maybe it’s a defense mechanism, my brain just turning the volume down on 
everything to keep it from getting to be too much. Or maybe it’s just the 
opposite. I’ve fried my senses and now I can’t feel a damn thing. 

I drag my fingertips along the smooth glass, watching the ice melt on 
the bottom. It’s about as fascinating as watching paint dry, but I can’t be 
fucked to look away. There’s nothing more interesting to see in this damn 
bar anyway. I’ve been coming to Death & Company a few times a week for 
at least ten years. If barstools could develop ass grooves, this one would be 
perfectly shaped to my glorious, rock-hard posterior. I don’t need to look up 
from my drink to know where every spot of peeling wallpaper is or that 
there are cobwebs on the lights that hang over the tables in desperate need 
of a deep clean. Even with my eyes fixed on my slowly puddling ice cubes, 
I know that Sid, the bartender, is doing that thing where he nervously taps 
his fingers against his thigh while he sends deadly glares at the customers 
most likely to get out of line. 

Not that he needs to worry about anyone causing trouble as long as I’m 
sitting here, nursing my one drink. He doesn’t bother to offer me a refill 
because he knows I won’t take it. One drink is just enough to settle my 
brain for the night, so I’ll be able to sleep. Two drinks and Pll be tipsy. 


Even tipsy is too out of control as far as I’m concerned. Not that giving up 
control is always a bad thing. It’s all about context, and let’s just say that I 
don’t trust whiskey to respect my safeword. 

I drag my tongue along my bottom lip, vaguely aware of the salty flavor 
of sweat mixed with remnants of whiskey without truly tasting it. In the dim 
light, my gaze snags on the red-brown color of dried blood crusted in the 
bed of my thumbnail. I curl my index finger over to pick it loose. There’s 
no tenderness or wound underneath, so it must not be mine. Murder is 
messy business. A stray drop of blood here or there is just part of the job. 
It’s better than the time I found little bits of brain crusted onto my favorite 
Italian loafers. It took me ages to break those damn shoes in and they had to 
go straight in the trash. I wanted to fish that fucker out of the river and kill 
him all over again for costing me my favorite shoes. 

The ice cubes clink against the inside of my glass as I lift it to my lips 
and take a small sip of the diluted remnants at the bottom. It’s an absent 
gesture, meant to fill the space of a few seconds more than anything else. 
Soon, I’ll have to accept that my drink is empty and it’s time to go home to 
my empty apartment. I’ve always loved solitude, so why in the past year the 
reality of my vacant bed has started to keep me awake at night is anyone’s 
guess. 

A parade of nameless, faceless men to warm my sheets worked fine for 
a little while, but now I’m here again, numb and unsatisfied because to truly 
scratch the itch under my skin I need someone special. I need someone I 
can trust outside of The Family, and I’m really starting to believe a man like 
that doesn’t exist. é la vita. 

I set my glass back down and nudge it away, using my other hand to 
loosen the button on my suit jacket. It flutters open as I reach for my wallet, 
tucked into the inside breast pocket. I hadn’t bothered to notice the man 
sitting on the stool next to me until he shifts away. I catch the movement of 
his whole body tensing out of the corner of my eye. Maybe he spotted the 
handle of my favorite custom snub-nosed Smith & Wesson revolver 
holstered under my jacket. Or maybe he caught sight of my face through the 
mirror behind the bar for the first time and realized who he’s been drinking 
next to for the past hour. 

Criminals and lowlifes in Wildcliff have a few flattering nicknames that 
they whisper behind my back. The Grim Reaper, Sudden Death... Although 
most just mutter, “Oh shit,” under their breath when they see me coming. I 


don’t mind any of it, although if we’re being accurate, I’m nothing more 
than the trigger man for the most powerful man in the city. Lorenzo Moretti, 
The Devil in Armani himself. Enzo to his friends, of whom there are few. 

I might bother to reassure the man next to me that if he needed to be 
worried about me, he would know it already. But the momentary 
amusement of watching him try not to shit himself at the sight of me chases 
away the nothing, and even if it’s brief, I want to cling to it. So, I spur him 
on with a menacing glare while I fish my wallet from my pocket and toss 
some bills onto the bar. 

Pm tucking my wallet away again when the door to the bar swings 
open. I’m not sure what it is about the movement that catches my eye 
through the grime covered mirror behind the bar, but it’s the man who steps 
through it that keeps my ass unexpectedly glued to my seat. 

He’s never been in Death & Company before, I’m sure of that much. 
And I would bet my new pair of Italian loafers that he’s not from Wildcliff 
either. If he were, I would have seen him and I would have remembered 
him. 

He pauses just inside the doorway, giving me the perfect chance to size 
up his hazy reflection. I’d put him at five-foot-nothing and a hundred 
pounds if he’s wearing ten pounds of clothes. His dirty blond hair hangs 
messily over his forehead, partially obscuring his features, but not enough 
to hide his full, pouty lips or the dangerously slow way he scans the bar like 
a predator on the hunt. He’s dressed in a black tank top and ripped jeans, 
with black line tattoos down the length of one arm. He turns his head 
sharply and I swivel in my seat to get a better look at him over my shoulder. 

He blows right past me without so much as a glance. I catch a quick 
glimpse of one more tattoo, a little sparrow behind his right ear, and my 
eyes linger on it. He carries himself like someone who’s used to getting 
anything he wants, his shoulders squared, a swagger to his stride that turns a 
few heads as he crosses the bar, his attention fixed on two men playing pool 
in the corner. The Grayson brothers. A couple of petty criminals and minor 
nuisances who’ve never done enough to warrant more than a stern warning 
or two from me. 

Sid stops mid-pour, watching the newcomer just like the rest of us. Is he 
here looking for trouble? If so, there’s plenty to be found in a bar like this 
one—hell, in a city like this one. I drag my thumb mindlessly along my 


bottom lip, curiosity replacing the numbness even more effectively than the 
fun of terrifying the stranger with my little bitty snub nose did earlier. 

The younger of the two Grayson’s—Travis, I think—notices the little 
Sparrow first. He straightens up from his position bent over the pool table 
and elbows his brother. A smile twists his lips like the knots in a gnarled 
tree, exposing a mouthful of cracked and yellowed teeth. Travis tilts his 
head and says something I can’t hear over the music and voices filling the 
bar, but by the way his brother, Taylor, starts to laugh, I’m guessing it was 
something crude. 

That can’t be why the pocket-sized stranger is here, can it? I can’t 
picture a pretty thing like him tangled up in Travis’s unwashed sheets. Not 
willingly, anyway. My fingers curl reflexively at the thought, my jaw 
ticking so hard I can hear my teeth click when they meet. 

“T don’t need this shit tonight,” Sid murmurs, finally sliding the drink he 
was pouring down the counter to its owner and flinging a hand towel over 
his shoulder like this is Tombstone and there’s about to be a shootout in his 
saloon. 

Amusement twitches briefly on my lips. “Don’t worry about it.” 

Knowing I have my eye on the situation seems to relax him. He only 
drums his fingers on the sticky counter once before returning to pouring 
drinks. 

Whatever they’re discussing, it has the people around them keeping 
their distance and darting nervous glances at the odd trio. Are the Graysons 
threatening the pretty sparrow, or is it the other way around? And how do 
they know each other? I can’t put my finger on what it is, but there’s 
something about him that doesn’t fit with the unwashed, penny ante breed 
of criminal that the Graysons are. They’re a pair of junkyard dogs that the 
real lowlifes in the city won’t even toss scraps to. Maybe that’s all the 
sparrow is too, but I don’t think so. 

I may not be able to hear from where I’m sitting, but I can read the three 
words that Travis forms, slowly enunciating them one by one. Suck. My. 
Dick. I’m not sure if I’m expecting the little bird to give him the finger and 
fire back or get fed up with trying to talk to him and simply walk away. But 
the small man snatching the pool cue out of Taylor’s hand and breaking it 
over his knee in one swift motion definitely wasn’t on my bingo card. 

Someone gasps and silence falls over the bar like a heavy blanket. I 
doubt anyone in here gives a shit whether the Graysons bloody up his too- 


pretty face or if the brothers end up with half a pool cue through each of 
their chests, they just want to see a fight. But me? I’m dying to see whether 
he’s got the follow-through to back up his bravado. I know I told Sid not to 
worry about it, but I’ll stop shit before it gets too out of hand. 

Sparrow tosses one of the broken halves over his shoulder, letting it 
clatter loudly to the floor at the feet of the crowd that’s gathering around 
them. He swirls the remaining jagged piece in the air, whistling a jaunty, 
cheerful melody as he slowly approaches the brothers. My dick swells and I 
shift in my seat, craning my neck to watch things unfold without bothering 
to hide it anymore. 

“Tell me where the fuck I can find them, or I’m going to shove this so 
far up your ass you’ll be spitting splinters for the rest of your life...” He 
saunters closer, slinking like a tiger stalking its prey. “Which won’t be 
long.” 

Travis’s smile doesn’t falter, but I notice the way his eyes dart to his 
brother, looking for backup. Predictably, his dumb but massive older 
brother steps in front of him, cracking his knuckles threateningly. 

“You’re in over your head, kid. Walk away before I make sure you cant 
walk away,” Taylor rumbles, and Sparrow turns away from them. 

Is he giving up that easily? I hate to use the word ‘disappointed’ over an 
aborted bar fight, but a quick surrender isn’t what I was expecting. Just 
once, I’d love to meet a man who knows how to back up all his bark with 
the right amount of bite. Maybe that’s just the hopeless romantic in me. 

I slide off my stool finally and a ripple of bored murmurs run through 
the crowd as it starts to disperse. The second half of the broken stick clatters 
to the floor, but before it even stops reverberating, it’s cut off by the sharp 
sound of a glass shattering. It all happens so fast that I’m not sure anyone in 
the bar expects it, least of all Travis. One moment Sparrow seems to be 
retreating, and the next, he’s straddling the greasy criminal on the pool 
table, holding a broken bottle to his throat. 

“Tell me, or so help me, I will cut your fucking tongue out with this 
broken shard of glass,” the tiny bird growls the words so menacingly that a 
hot wave of electricity courses through my body. 

Would it be inappropriate to propose to a man while he’s in the middle 
of threatening someone’s life? It would be a hell of a story to tell at our 
wedding, if nothing else. 


While I’m positive that Travis and Taylor deserve whatever he has 
planned for them, I doubt Sid would be pleased with me if I let his pool 
table get stained with a pool of blood. My cock jerks again at the thought. 
Fuck, now is not the time. 

I adjust my growing erection casually, the crowd parting around me 
without question. Taylor’s eyes go wide when he sees me, his face draining 
of color before he ducks for cover. Loyal brother you’ve got there, Trav. I 
wrap my arms around the tiny would-be assassin to haul him off his victim. 
The intoxicating scent of leather and bergamot tickles my nose, tempting 
me to bury my face in the crook of his neck and inhale deeper. Except this 
isn’t an intimate moment, as much as it might feel like one to my fucked-up 
brain. Maybe a marriage proposal is too much, but what’s the etiquette on 
buying a man a drink after stopping him from cutting out someone’s tongue 
with a broken bottle? 

The feeling of his small body flailing in my grasp is distracting enough 
that I miss the cock of his arm until it’s too late. The sharp edge of his 
elbow slams into my nose, sending a surprising wave of pain through me, 
waking up all of my senses at once. It’s like sticking my finger in a light 
socket, my entire body humming to life at once. And fuck me, my dick gets 
even harder, twitching eagerly as I lose my grip on him, stumbling 
backward as hot, sticky blood pours from my nose. 


SPARROW 

I didn’t plan to end up on top of that rotting pile of garbage vaguely 
shaped like a human being. And assault with a deadly liquor bottle in front 
of dozens of witnesses probably isn’t the best idea I’ve come up with lately. 
But my patience is hanging on by a thread after three straight days of dead 
ends and being stonewalled at every turn. 

I shouldn’t be surprised that no one in this fucking city wants to get on 
the bad side of the Sleepless Reapers, but I’m used to getting my way. 
People have gone so far as to call me a spoiled brat on more than one 
occasion. Fine, we’ll just call this little exchange a temper tantrum then. 
And there’s plenty more where that came from. 

I wasn’t actually going to cut his tongue out... probably. He was 
seconds from giving me something useful. Either that or pissing his pants, 
it’s hard to say for sure. Regardless, whoever had the balls to pick me the 
fuck up and get in the middle of shit that’s none of his business deserves a 
hell of a lot more than a broken nose. 


I spin on him with a snarl on my lips, the broken bottle still clutched 
tightly in my hand. The scabs on my knuckles from my failed attempt at 
intimidation from last night are broken open and bleeding again. My lungs 
burn with each ragged breath I drag in, the berserker rage slowly clearing as 
my eyes land on the Good Samaritan himself. Six feet of man wrapped in a 
designer suit that’s black as midnight right down to the shirt and tie 
underneath. His shoulders are broad, hinting at muscle under the suit. A 
strand of dark hair hangs out of place over his forehead, looking oddly 
unsettling in contrast to the rest of his put-together appearance. There’s an 
intense look in his hazel eyes and one hand cupped under his nose where 
it’s dripping crimson. 

It might be an inappropriate first thing to notice about the man whose 
nose I just broke, but rawrrrr. 

The metallic glint of a gun tucked beneath his open jacket catches the 
light. Half the people in this city are packing, so it’s not the gun itself that 
snaps me out of my violent rage. It’s more like the sight of the gun slows 
my brain down just long enough for me to really take in the man standing in 
front of me. He’s wearing a thousand-dollar suit in this bar, on the shady 
side of town—not that Wildcliff has a good side of town. And everyone 
seems to be giving him a very wide berth, eyeing him nervously and 
looking at me like I’m already in a casket. 

“Fuck,” I mutter, letting the bottle slip through my fingers and fall to the 
floor, shattering on impact. 

I can hear Benny’s voice in my ear, an urgent whisper full of concern, 
ever the worried little brother even now that he’s six feet under. Run. 

My dead brother makes an excellent point. I didn’t come this far just to 
end up with a bullet between the eyes courtesy of this Mafia goon, even if 
he is a sexy Mafia goon. Dead is dead, no matter how hot your murderer is. 

The man doesn’t make a move for his gun. It’s like he’s frozen in place 
just staring at me. Maybe this is an intimidation tactic, or maybe he’s 
stunned that anyone dared to fuck with him. Either way, I’m not going to 
wait around for him to snap out of it. I dart past him, ducking and weaving 
through the crowd still gathered around, all of them baying for my blood 
now. Well, they’re all going home disappointed, because I don’t bleed for 
anyone. 

My heart is in my throat as I crash through the door and back out onto 
the unlit street. I’m half expecting to catch a bullet to the back of the head at 


any second. Is he following me? I won’t know unless I stop long enough to 
check, and no way in hell am I doing that. My pounding footfalls thunder in 
my ears, along with my heavy breaths and galloping pulse. Cars whizz by, 
but they’re like phantoms, soundless over my own ominous drumbeat. 

I dart through an alley a block from my apartment, finally slowing down 
long enough to glance over my shoulder. I don’t see anyone coming after 
me, but I can’t convince myself that I’m safe. 

I can’t die. Not yet. Not before I do what I came to Wildcliff to do. 

Once my hands are drenched in the blood of the men responsible for 
Benny’s death, I’ll walk straight up to Mafia Hottie and invite him to put 
the cold barrel of his gun between my lips. But not yet. 

There’s a beautiful kind of calm that comes along with losing the only 
person you ever cared about. I’m not afraid of anything anymore—not 
death, and certainly not consequences. The only thing I’m worried about is 
getting an eye for an eye. It’s not my fucking problem if the whole world is 
blind when I’m finished. 

I stumble over the legs of a sleeping derelict, waking him just enough to 
grumble at me in irritation. | mutter an apology, glancing over my shoulder 
every few steps as I slip out of the alley and walk quickly home. 

Home. I snort a derisive laugh at even the passing attempt to connect 
that word to the building I finally stop in front of. This isn’t home. I don’t 
have a home, and I’m not sure I ever will again. 

Even that thought leaves me feeling oddly numb. 

Where will I go when I’m finished here? Fuck if I know. I can’t think 
about later. All I have is now. And for now, this is home sweet home. 
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Chapter 2 


XAVIARO 
THE SILENCE IN THE bar rings in my ears like a reverberating gong. I 
give up on trying to contain the mess, dropping my hand and letting the hot, 
sticky blood flow freely from my nose and down my chin. Every man in the 
bar is afraid to say a word. They’re too scared to run but terrified of what’s 
going to happen if they get caught up in my rage. 

Except, I’m not angry. I should be. Some little punk just broke my nose 
in front of a few dozen men who need to fear me if I’m going to keep doing 
my job effectively. And by ‘effectively,’ I mean without having to unalive 
every other motherfucker who causes trouble in Wildcliff or owes the 
Morettis money. But instead of the pulsing fury I expect to feel in the center 
of my chest, there’s something... else. 

An image dances through my mind of his honey-colored eyes glowing 
with defiance and danger when he spun on me. I thought he might take 
another swing at me, and that possibility had excitement thrumming 
through my veins. My dick got way too fucking hard imagining the deadly 
little bird straddling me instead of that slimy scumbag, a hand around my 
throat, whispering threats into my ear... 

I bite back a moan and use the back of my hand to wipe the blood off 
my lips. It’s useless, of course. More blood simply takes its place, pouring 
from my nose like an endless waterfall. 

Travis crawls carefully off the pool table, casting nervous glances in my 
direction like he thinks if he moves slowly enough I won’t be able to see 


him. I fight the urge to roll my eyes at the moron. I’m not a fucking T. rex. I 
can see just fine, and right now what I see is the one person in this bar who 
might know anything about the phantom who blew out of here before I 
managed to shake off my shock, leaving me without so much as a name to 
track him down with. 

I grit my teeth and make a dangerous, rumbling sound deep in my throat 
as I take a menacing step towards him. Travis puts both hands up 
defensively, shrinking into himself like a turtle without a shell. I grab the 
front of his shirt, not giving a single damn about smearing the front of it 
with the blood drying on my hands. 

“Who was that?” I demand. 

“How the fuck should I know? He came in here and started swinging. 
He’s fucking unhinged,” he babbles. 

I grip his shirt tighter and give him a sharp shake, watching with 
satisfaction as his head rattles back and forth and he screws his eyes closed 
in a fearful wince. 

“He wanted something.” I’m assuming, anyway. I couldn’t hear a damn 
word either of them said before shit jumped off. “What was he asking about 
before he attacked you?” 

“I don’t know,” he whimpers again. “I have no fucking clue.” 

“The Sleepless Reapers,” Taylor answers. And here I thought he was the 
stupid one out of the two brothers. Maybe it’s his turn to use their shared 
brain cell for a change. 

“What about them?” I narrow my eyes at Taylor, keeping my hold on 
Travis in case I need to give either of them a little incentive to cooperate. 
Sparrow didn’t strike me as the biker type, and he doesn’t exactly fit the 
profile of the type of meek, helpless boys that crew likes to victimize. 

“Just where they hang out. That was it, I swear.” 

I huff and finally let go of Travis, giving him a hard shove for good 
measure as I release my hold on him. He stumbles and catches himself on 
the edge of the pool table. I spin on my heel, adjusting my suit jacket with a 
quick shrug and then rebuttoning it. 

“Sorry about the mess, Sid. Send me a bill for any damages,” I call out, 
the crowd parting around me like the Red Sea as I stride out of the bar 
without a backward glance. 

I look one way down the dark sidewalk and then the other. I don’t 
expect to find Sparrow waiting out here for me. He may be ballsy, but he 


doesn’t strike me as stupid. The fact that there’s no way of telling which 
direction he ran itches under my skin though. For all I know, he got in his 
car and hopped on the first freeway exit he passed, hightailing it out of this 
city without a second thought. 

My throat vibrates with a frustrated sound. 

Nothing I can do about it now, unless I want to start canvassing the city, 
knocking on every door until someone can give me something to go on. 
That option is more appealing than it has any right to be, but right now, I 
need to deal with my nose. 

I pull my key fob out of my pocket and unlock my car. Sliding into the 
driver’s seat, I thank god for how easy it is to clean blood off leather. The 
flow has slowed, but it hasn’t stopped completely, and I can’t be fucked to 
clean it off my hands or clothes right now. My body is on autopilot, heading 
towards the familiar apartment near the center of town, and my mind is 
somewhere else entirely. Or, more accurately, on someone else entirely. 

Pretty little Sparrow. 

Angry little bird. 

I’ve always been a sucker for that feral kind of beauty, more thorn than 
rose. But who are you? And where did you go? I glance at every pedestrian I 
pass and into every car, searching for him fruitlessly until I finally pull into 
the underground parking garage. 

I could make it from the garage to the top floor penthouse with my eyes 
closed. I absently drag my tongue along my lips, the coppery flavor of 
blood making me wince as I raise my hand to rap at the door. My nose 
throbs and an exhilarating, electric feeling courses through my veins as I 
listen to the padding footsteps on the other side of the door. Did Sparrow 
knock something loose inside my brain with that elbow to my nose? Or is 
there another reason that I suddenly feel like all the switches have been 
thrown into the On position. Nothing is numb, and I can’t remember the last 
time I could say that. 

The door swings open and it occurs to me too late that I never bothered 
to check the time or make a call to see if Enzo was still awake... or alone. 
The most feared man in the city, Lorenzo ice-in-his-veins Moretti stands in 
the doorway wearing a pair of red pajama pants with little Dalmatians all 
over them and nothing else. Out of his expensive suits, he’s a surprisingly 
slim man, all wiry muscles and dark body hair. There’s a deep scar over his 
left shoulder where he caught a stray bullet years ago. 


I snort, inadvertently causing a fresh cascade of blood from my nose. 
“Cute,” I taunt. 

He narrows his eyes at me in a dangerous way that would have most 
men pissing themselves. 

“What the fuck happened to you?” he asks instead of responding to my 
teasing comment about his puppy pants. 

“You’re not going to believe this, but you know Declan Fitzpatrick? 
Well, I bumped into him and he was wearing pajamas with kittens all over 
them...” 

Enzo growls, but steps aside to let me into his apartment. He shakes his 
head as I step past him, careful not to touch anything with my bloody 
hands. 

“With the way you can’t seem to stop running your mouth, I’m 
surprised you don’t get your nose broken more often, honestly,” he mutters, 
following me straight to the bathroom where he’s patched me up more 
times than I can count over the years. 

I chuckle, leaving him to flip the light on as I plop my ass down on the 
closed toilet seat. 

“I can afford to run my mouth. Who would be stupid enough to break 
the nose of Lorenzo Moretti’s right-hand man?” I shrug off my jacket and 
take the damp cloth he hands me to clean myself up with. 

“That’s what I’m wondering,” he agrees, kneeling to get his first aid kit 
out from under the sink. I would chalk the tightness of his tone tonight up to 
the fact that he hates nothing more than being roused from a peaceful 
slumber. But I know better. He’s always like this when I show up with an 
injury. 

“It wasn’t really Fitzpatrick,” I assure him, and he grunts in 
acknowledgment. It’s a waste of words anyway. I would never be so 
flippant about a run-in with the boss of a rival family. That’s the shit that 
starts all-out wars. 

He hands me two tampons, and I dutifully stuff them into my nostrils 
one at a time, worsening the throbbing but stopping the bleeding—for the 
time being, at least. I drop the soggy, bloody rag onto the pristine white 
marble bathroom floor, earning another deadly glare. 

“Look up,” Enzo commands, moving to stand over me. I do as he says, 
tilting my head back and squinting against the glare of the bathroom lights. 


He puts his thumb against the bridge of my nose on one side, and I hiss 
through my teeth. “Hold,” he instructs in a deep, authoritative voice. 

His tone sends a calming wave through me, relaxing everything inside 
of me. I don’t need to figure anything out right now, I just need to do what 
he says. When you spend most of your time making life and death 
decisions, there’s an indescribable peace in just letting go sometimes. A soft 
hum escapes my lips as I replace his thumb with my own so he can rip a 
few pieces of bandage tape. 

“Good boy,” he murmurs, and I let loose a single huff of laughter. 

“You don’t have to do that.” 

“I know, it’s not very me. Is it?” he agrees absently as he makes quick 
work of setting my nose and bandaging it the best he can. 

It'll likely be a little off center, but it’s fine. Vanity has never been my 
deadly sin. 

Is the Dom thing Enzo? Fuck if I know. We’ve been friends our whole 
lives, but I can honestly say I’ve never given a second of thought to which 
side of a power dynamic he would fall on. Clearly he’s read me like a damn 
book though. 

“Tt was some vicious twink,” I answer his earlier question, mainly 
because I feel like I need to vomit up the thoughts swirling through my 
mind right now. “He walked into D&C like he owned the place, and then 
nearly cut Travis Grayson’s tongue out with the jagged end of a broken 
bottle.” 

He lets out an impressed whistle and steps out from between my legs to 
put away the tape and other supplies. I tug the tampons out of my nose and 
toss them into the nearby trash, sniffing to check that the flow has finally 
stopped. 

“Tm guessing he’s floating downriver as we speak?” Enzo asks as I 
stand up. 

I clear my throat and focus on shrugging my jacket back on and 
buttoning it, avoiding his heavy gaze. 

“He took off.” I manage a casual tone. 

He makes a disgruntled noise. “You let him break your nose and walk 
away?” 

“Its... complicated,” I mutter. 

“He was pretty?” Enzo guesses, and this time I’m the one who glares. 


Pretty or not, I should have made an example of him. I should be 
hunting him down as we speak, and fuck, I want to... but not for the 
reasons I should. 

“Thanks for patching me up, boss.” I give him a hug, patting his back 
before I let him go. 

“Any time, fratello. Why don’t you stay? I have some leftovers in the 
fridge and we can watch one of those stupid movies you like so much. I 
even have a pair of footie pajamas you can borrow,” he offers blandly. I 
chuckle, even though I’m sure the suggestion is genuine, minus the 
pajamas... I think. 

“Thanks, but I’m going to head home and put some ice on my face.” 

Enzo nods and walks me back to the door, waiting in the doorway until 
the elevator doors slide closed behind me. 

I have every intention of driving straight home like I told him, but I find 
myself parking outside Death & Company again. A quick lap around the 
neighborhood won’t hurt anything. 


SPARROW 

The mouth of the tequila bottle rattles against the rim of my glass, 
evidence of my unsteady hand that three shots haven’t managed to cure 
yet... or was it four? I down this one and wipe the back of my hand over 
my lips. 

I can’t let one little fuckup throw me off like this. I can practically see 
Casper’s bored expression drilling its way into my soul, his steady voice 
telling me that mistakes aren’t what end people, distractions are. Emotions 
are. According to the infamous assassin himself, feelings are nearly as 
deadly as he is. 

I huff out a breath and nod my head jerkily. No fear. No hesitation. No 
mercy. 

I can’t unbreak a mobster’s nose. And lying low for a few days isn’t an 
option. So, P’ll plow forward. Maybe this will end up working in my favor. 
By this time tomorrow, that greaseball will have used his very-much-still- 
attached tongue to tell every other criminal in the city that I’m not someone 
to fuck with. 

I shuffle across the single-room apartment, misjudging the placement of 
the bed and stumbling as I pass it. Maybe the tequila is doing the trick after 
all. I snort a laugh at that, catching myself on the heavy window that leads 
out onto the fire escape. It groans as I push it open, letting in the relatively 


cooler night breeze so I can breathe in a lungful of air that doesn’t smell 
like mildew and weed. 

I brace my hands on the windowsill and lean out. The sounds of the city 
seem far off from here. The traffic whizzing by on the freeway is a calming 
white noise, drowning out the voices of noisy neighbors and the drunks in 
the alley below. I give in to the temptation and haul myself through the 
window. The rusty fire escape wobbles under my weight, failing to 
convince me that scaling it would be a preferable alternative to burning 
alive inside if it came down to it. But once it settles its swaying, it’s not so 
bad. 

I scoot up to the edge and let my legs dangle over the side while I fold 
my arms on the railing and rest my chin on top of them. I blow out a breath 
and look out at the sea of taller buildings blocking my view of the city 
skyline. Lights flicker in many of the windows—the blue glow from tv 
screens and the dim orange gleam of cheap light bulbs. 

Just across the alley, I spot a man dancing naked in front of his window. 
I smother a laugh as he helicopters his dick and shimmies his hips. In this 
part of the city, there’s every chance he’s a violent criminal, but right now 
he’s just some dweeb flopping his flaccid cock around. There’s something 
strangely comforting about that. Like no matter how dangerous any of the 
men I’m after might seem, there are bound to be moments when they let 
their guard down. That’s when Pll strike. 

The thought is a satisfying one, settling warmly into my chest. Just like 
I can’t unbreak that man’s nose tonight, I can’t do a damn thing to bring my 
brother back from the dead. What I can do is make sure the men responsible 
for it suffer the way they deserve to. 

I swing my legs mindlessly and Déja vu washes over me, a memory of a 
life that doesn’t feel like it has any connection to this one. Benny and me 
sitting on the second-story landing, letting our legs dangle through the 
railing, listening to the sounds of a lavish party going on down below. If we 
were good and stayed upstairs, our nanny Priscilla would bring a plate of 
treats up for us. I was always the one having to physically restrain Benny 
from going down the stairs to investigate the party for himself. He never 
had a hell of a lot of impulse control. 

Maybe I took the whole protective big brother thing too seriously when 
he was alive. All I ever wanted to do was protect him, but I might have 
pushed him right into the life that ultimately killed him. Not that my parents 


are blameless. And, of course, the fucking Reapers have the bloodiest hands 
of all. But I’m adult enough to admit to myself that wanting some control 
over the people and things I care about might just be my toxic trait. 

The sound of footsteps from below draws my attention. I squint into the 
dark and notice a shadowy figure wandering out of the same alley I came 
down earlier to get home. It’s impossible to make out much from my perch, 
especially without any real light, but something about the way the figure 
moves with so much confidence has my heart forcing its way into my 
throat. It’s him. I don’t know how I know, but I do. 

I pull my legs up as quietly as I can manage, keeping my eyes trained 
on the man down below. He pauses briefly before he keeps moving, 
heading down the alley until he disappears from sight again. I exhale 
slowly, adrenaline along with a mixture of fear and rage making my whole 
body vibrate. 

No fear. No fear. No fear. I chant the words in my head until the feeling 
drains from my body, leaving me still and focused with ice around my 
previously racing heart. I’m not going to wait around for retribution. If I see 
him again, Pll kill him. Simple as that. 

The thought leaves a sour taste in my mouth as I climb back through the 
window into my apartment. Maybe I’m wrong. Maybe it wasn’t the same 
man down there in the alley, looking for me hours later. 

And maybe this whole operation is bound to end in disaster. But it’s too 
late to turn back now. 
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Chapter 3 


XAVIARO 
I RELUCTANTLY SLIDE MY sunglasses off as I step inside the dark club, 
tucking them into my suit pocket and pausing for a moment to smooth out 
my jacket. Not that anyone is going to notice a wrinkle in my clothing while 
I’m rocking the raccoon look. 

My nose swelled overnight, along with some lovely purple bruises 
under each eye. The lack of sleep didn’t help things. At least the bandage 
Enzo applied last night is holding up. In a day or two, I should be fine. The 
interrogation I’m about to face will undoubtedly be worse than a measly 
broken nose. But I can handle that too. They don’t call me the Ice Man for 
nothing. Alright, fine, they don’t actually call me that. But they should. 

I tip my chin at the pretty half-naked man behind the host podium, then 
stride past him without pause. The scantily clad men who strut past me on 
my way to the table might as well be wallpaper for all the interest they hold. 
Enzo’s pet project, Wild is the only all-male strip club in the state, drawing 
men so beautiful it almost feels illegal to lay eyes on them. But eye candy 
only goes so far. 

I’m the last one to arrive for our weekly meeting, four heads swiveling 
in my direction as I approach. Alessio, Lorenzo’s favorite Capo and 
childhood friend, has his feet up on the table, his chair reclined precariously 
on its back legs as he flashes me a friendly smile before noticing my nose 
and raising both eyebrows questioningly. 

“Getting too slow to dodge a fist?” 


I allow a twitch of a smile before pulling out the chair next to him and 
lowering myself into it. Lorenzo leans across the table, looking me over 
silently for a moment. He’s traded his puppy pajamas for a tailored black 
Armani suit and a red silk tie. 

“Okay?” he asks, and I nod. 

“Can’t smell a damn thing. But last I checked, I’m not a bloodhound, so 
it shouldn’t be a problem,” I answer dryly, and the corners of his lips tilt in 
a subtle grin. 

“What happened?” Elio, Lorenzo’s younger brother and the underboss 
of the Moretti organization just comes right out and asks the question I’m 
sure they’re all thinking. 

I suppose I should be proud of the fact that me turning up with an injury 
is worthy of front page news. I adjust my tie and cross my ankle over my 
knee. 

“Your dad plays rougher than I expected.” I keep my expression 
deadpan and Elio furrows his brow. 

“My dad is dead,” he reminds me with the kind of charming ignorance 
only Elio could pull off. 

“Zombie sex,” Salvatore says with a snort, and Elio’s frown only gets 
deeper. 

“He’s being evasive,” Allessio helps him out. “Probably would have 
landed better if he’d picked a living relative.” 

“Well, the joke hardly works if I say I fucked his brother. And it seems 
wrong as a gay man to claim to have fucked his mom. It’s straight 
appropriation,” I reason with a shrug. 

“The Angel of Death himself finally joins us,” a familiar, cheerful voice 
says from behind me. I crane my neck to see the blinding smile of the club’s 
most popular dancer. There’s something about his dark features and sultry 
energy that brings people in like a siren luring sailors towards the rocks. 
“You want a drink?” 

“Slinging drinks instead of lap dances today?” Elio asks. 

“Covering a serving shift because I’m nice like that.” He flashes his 
teeth in a way that contradicts the nice part of his claim, but seems to be a 
crowd pleaser based on the way the guys react. 

“Virgin Mary?” I request. 

“Cold tomato soup in a big-ass glass, got it.” He mimes writing down 
the order even though he’s not holding anything to write with. 


“You swing both ways, don’t you, Dante?” Alessio asks 
conversationally. 

“Violently, with a bat, from what I hear,” Sal pitches in, and Dante’s 
smile simmers, his eyelids drooping as he gives Sal a fluttering kind of 
look. 

“Careful with the sweet talk, baby. Unless you plan to put a ring on it.” 

To an outsider, Salvatore takes the flirting without reaction. But I’ve 
known the man long enough to spot the subtle signs that the stripper 
managed to fluster him. The way he fidgets with the button on his suit 
jacket and shifts forward in his seat. I’ve seen this man sit as still as a statue 
for hours at a time when he needed to. I guess Sal hasn’t developed the 
same immunity to a pretty face that I have over the years. 

The sharp features of the man from last night flash through my mind, 
reminding me that I’m not immune to every pretty face in this city. 

Dante runs his fingers casually through Alessio’s hair, the action 
seeming completely mindless. Salvatore narrows his eyes and his hand 
twitches almost imperceptibly towards the gun I know is tucked under his 
jacket, like he’s considering whether it’s worth shooting Alessio over the 
transgression of being touched by Dante. 

“Yeah, I’m bisexual,” Dante answers the question Alessio asked a 
moment ago. “Why, you got a cute sister you’re trying to set up or 
something?” 

“We need a ruling on whether it’s a violation for a fully-fledged gay 
man to make an ‘I fucked your mom’ joke if no male relatives are 
appropriate,” Alessio explains. 

Lorenzo huffs impatiently through his nose. This meeting is clearly 
getting off track, but I don’t know what he wanted me to do. I couldn’t very 
well skip the meeting, and I’m not going to try to explain to everyone else 
that I got clocked trying to break up a bar fight last night and let the guy just 
walk away. 

“Why are male family members not an option?” He cocks his head. 

“Dead,” I answer dryly. 

“Oh. In that case I’d lean into the more disturbing option. The trick is to 
keep a completely sober face when you tell someone you fucked the corpse 
of their loved one,” Dax decides, still petting Alessio like a dog while Sal’s 
glare deepens across the table. I stare at Dax with a passive expression. 
“Yeah, just like that.” He nods approvingly. 


“PII work harder on making my flippant retorts more disturbing in the 
future. Thank you.” The dismissal is clear in my tone, prompting him to 
finally strut away to get my drink, but not without several pairs of eyes on 
his ass, barely contained in a pair of leather shorts. 

Lorenzo clears his throat and Sal, Alessio, and Elio all manage to roll 
their tongues back into their heads long enough to give the boss their 
attention. 

Most of the meeting doesn’t have jack shit to do with me, so I let my 
mind wander. Is the Sparrow gone? Did he clear out of the city in the 
middle of the night, or is he still flitting around, preparing to start a fight in 
some other bar tonight? And if it’s the latter, which bar? I run through a 
mental list of the most likely places he might show up. If he’s looking to 
track down the Sleepless Reapers, that puts biker bars at the top of the list. 
The Reapers mostly stick to their clubhouse bar, but if he’s asking around 
about them, he must not know that. 

“Xav.” Enzo’s tone is sharp, snapping me immediately to attention. 

I may not have been listening, but I’ve trained myself well over the 
years to absorb information even when I’m not actively paying attention. 
While I was making a list of bars to check out tonight, Enzo was giving me 
a different list. His list is full of names that are likely to be on the obituary 
page by the end of the week, unless they’ve finally gotten their shit 
together. 

“Yeah, I’m on it,” I assure him with a nod. 

“Good.” He moves on to whatever’s next on his list. I’ve always 
respected that about him. He can let loose with the best of them, but work is 
work. When he puts on that suit, he’s not Enzo, he’s Lorenzo Moretti. 

Dax brings my drink around, and he’s smart enough not to linger when 
Lorenzo is using his Boss Voice. I nibble on the pickle spear that’s soaked 
in the “cold tomato soup” as Dax called the drink. Lorenzo works his way 
around to wrapping up the meeting, giving everyone their marching orders 
for the week before dismissing us. 

“Xaviaro,” he says my name again as I get to my feet, clearly a 
command to hang back once the others have cleared out. 

Alessio pats me sympathetically on the shoulder as he passes. Maybe 
the boss only takes private meetings with him to chew him out, but luckily I 
was born with a hell of a lot more brains than he was, which means I don’t 
get on Enzo’s bad side half as often. 


“Nonna wanted me to remind you not to miss Sunday dinner this week,” 
Elio tells his brother. “She says if she has to hunt you down, you’ll regret 
it.” 

Lorenzo snorts. “I don’t doubt it. Pll try to be there.” 

Elio hesitates, probably wondering how hard he should push. After a 
few seconds, he nods. “You’re always invited too, Xav.” 

“PII see what I can do,” I promise him. My own Nonna passed away a 
decade ago, and my mom was never much of a cook, so the prospect of an 
authentic Italian dinner is definitely enticing. 

Once the rest of the guys are gone, I round the table to take a seat in the 
chair Elio vacated right next to Enzo. 

“No stress, boss. I’ve got the kneecap list. I swear.” I tap my temple, 
assuring him that I’ve got it taken care of. 

He waves a hand dismissively. “I just wanted to make sure you’re 
alright.” 

I arch an eyebrow at him. “It’s a broken nose. I think Pl live.” 

He stares me down for several long moments. It’s the intense, probing 
look that has most men in this city tripping over themselves to tell him 
whatever he wants to know. Unfortunately for him, I’m the one who 
actually breaks the bones to inspire that reaction. Not that Enzo isn’t 
capable of doing his own dirty work, but I’m not worried about it. I stare 
right back at him, keeping my face blank as I wait him out. 

He breaks first, huffing through his nose. “You seemed distracted during 
the meeting today. Anything I should know about?” 

“Like what?” 

“Tf I knew that, would I waste my breath asking?” The rumbling edge to 
his tone hints at his patience fraying. 

“I don’t know what you want, Enzo. I told you everything last night. 
Pretty boy walks into Death & Company, picks a fight with the Grayson 
brothers, and manages to land an elbow when I try to break it up. That’s it.” 
I shrug, dragging my tongue along my bottom lip as memories from last 
night come into sharp focus. The violent gleam in his eyes when he spun on 
me, The warm weight of his body thrashing in my arms, the coppery taste of 
blood spilling over my lips. 

Lorenzo studies me silently and I hold still, refusing to squirm under his 
gaze and give away the fact that I’m still thinking about the man with the 
sparrow tattoo. 


“You’re thinking about hunting him down,” he guesses, and I grunt in 
response. “But not to kill him.” 

“If I go around wasting bullets on anyone who so much as looks at me 
wrong, my workday will never end,” I say blandly. “Speaking of which.” I 
get to my feet, ready to be done with the probing. “I have the fear of god to 
strike into a few people.” 

His mouth twitches with amusement again. “The fear of Lorenzo 
Moretti,” he corrects. 

“It’s what I do best,” I agree, pushing the chair in and shooting him a 
wink. “Don’t worry about me. Broken noses heal and beautiful, violent 
twinks are a dime a dozen.” 

Lorenzo’s response is a ghost of a chuckle as I leave him behind. 

OK KOK aK aS 

Reggie Greenwell’s pathetic whimpers vibrate through my palm as I 
hold him against the wall by his throat. He kicks his legs wildly, not 
managing to land a single one in spite of the fact that I’m standing perfectly 
still, staring at him coldly. It’s like waiting for a toddler to finish their 
temper tantrum. You can’t react to the theatrics, it only encourages them. 

“Reggie,” I say his name calmly when he finally tires himself out. “You 
know why Lorenzo sent me, and by your reaction, I’m sure you know how 
the Moretti family feels about your behavior. If your kids weren’t in the 
next room, your brain would already be blown all over the floor.” 

He shrieks and claws at my hands, the acrid smell of piss reaching my 
nose. 

“Jesus, Reggie,” I mutter, maintaining my even tone. “Did the girl you 
forced yourself on last week piss herself too? Would it have stopped you if 
she had?” I let a growl weave itself around my words as I spit the last 
sentence at him, tightening my grip around his throat. “You told her not to 
call the cops,” I go on, bringing my face close to his with a snarl on my lips. 
“She listened. Unlucky for you, she called us instead. You know how we 
keep the law out of Wildcliff? We handle scum like you ourselves.” 

I whip out my gun in a fluid, practiced motion, pressing the barrel to the 
middle of his forehead. He winces at the sound of the hammer being 
cocked, screwing his eyes closed and making another attempt to free 
himself by flailing his body. 

“Daddy?” A small voice comes from the doorway, giving me pause. 


I loosen my grip on the man’s throat and he slides down the wall, 
cowering at my feet. 

“Pm sorry,” he rasps, holding his hands up. “I won’t cause trouble 
again. She just looked so good, I couldn’t help myself. Take my daughter 
for your trouble, if you want.” 

The numb feeling I was sitting with last night is a distant memory as a 
white-hot flash of rage tears through me. What a fucking prize this prick is. 
He managed to fake an apology for raping someone, blame the victim, and 
offer up his six-year-old daughter to be trafficked all in one breath. I’m 
doing his kids, and the rest of the fucking city, a favor. 

I squeeze the trigger without so much as a twinge of guilt, tucking the 
gun back into its holster before the sound of the shot has even finished 
reverberating in my ears. I spin on my heel, and luckily the girl is no longer 
in the doorway. The regret that was missing moments ago tastes bitter on 
my tongue. I glance down to check that I avoided the gruesome visual of 
blood spatter or brain matter on my suit, then cross the kitchen to push 
through the swinging door to the living room. 

My nose wrinkles instinctively, the bandage tape tugging at my skin. 
The place is filthy, with empty beer bottles and drug paraphernalia piled on 
every surface. The windows are covered with cardboard and there’s graffiti 
on the walls... in the places that actually have drywall, that is. 

I reach into the pocket of my pants, the crinkle of candy wrappers 
making both kids peek their heads out from behind the tattered couch 
they're hiding behind. 

“Don’t go into the kitchen. Someone will be here to help you soon,” I 
tell them in a voice that I know is overly formal for the situation at hand. 
“Your life is about to vastly improve. I promise.” I set the candy down on 
the floor near their hiding place and pull out my phone as I make my way 
out of the apartment. 

By the time I’ve reached the street, I have a friend from Child Services 
already on their way over to take care of the kids, and a couple of foot 
soldiers coming to clean up the body. Although, I instructed them to wait 
until after the kids have been cleared out. The last thing they need is to see 
their sorry excuse of a father carried out in several trash bags. 

I slide into my car and pull away from the curb, already 
compartmentalizing what I just did and running through the details of my 
next stop. The next man, John Crenshaw, just owes the Morettis some 


money, so it’s unlikely to end the same way this one did, unless he does 
something exceptionally stupid when he sees me. 

I slow to a stop at a traffic light. The sun is starting to set, painting the 
sky pink and orange behind the towering gray buildings. I drum my fingers 
on the steering wheel and turn my head to watch the people on the sidewalk 
while I pass the time. 

Even in the dusky light, surrounded by dozens of other pedestrians, my 
gaze manages to zero in on one man in particular, as if drawn by a magnet. 

“Sparrow,” I murmur, tracking him with my eyes as he crosses against 
the light, shooting a glare at the car that dares to blare its horn at him. 

A smile creeps slowly over my mouth. 

“Got you,” I purr, switching my turn signal and keeping an eye on him 
so I don’t lose him before the light changes. 

It’s John Crenshaw’s lucky night. He just got an extension on his loan, 
because I have something more important to attend to. 


SPARROW 

I tuck my hands into my pockets, keeping my head down and picking 
up my pace. Three corners in a row, and the black car with the tinted 
windows is still on my ass. 

“Shit, shit, shit,” I mutter under my breath, daring to glance over my 
shoulder just long enough to verify that I definitely can’t see jack shit 
through the jet-black tints. 

Is that the same car that was parked outside the bar last night? I’m not 
sure. I really should pay better fucking attention to important details like 
that, but in my defense, I was running for my life at the time. It has to be the 
same car though. How many other people in this city can afford a luxury car 
and would have a reason to tail me? 

The weight of the knife strapped under my shirt is a small amount of 
comfort. I don’t love the cliché of bringing a knife to a gunfight, but it’s 
what I have and I’m not about to roll over and die. 

The light changes and the car slows to a stop right at the line. This is it, 
my chance to lose him. I take a sharp turn down the nearest alley. The Déja 
vu of running down a reeking alley for the second night in a row to lose 
some mob thug grates on me. The last thing I want to do is waste energy 
looking over my shoulder every second when I could be focusing on the 
Sleepless Reapers. What I need is time to think so I can come up with a 


plan. Pll figure out how to deal with this problem, and then Pll get back to 
all the fun of becoming the worst nightmare of some big bad bikers. 

I emerge onto the next street and when I don’t see the car, I duck into 
the first open bar. 

As soon as the door swings closed behind me and the dim lighting of 
the dingy bar engulfs me, it’s obvious that my reputation is starting to get 
around town. A couple of guys at the nearest table put their heads together, 
casting sidelong glances at me as they whisper. Their matching tattoos give 
them away as members of the same gang... or best friends. Who am I to 
judge, either way? I flash them a dangerous, toothy grin and swagger past. 

They aren’t the only ones whispering. I catch snippets of words like 
“pool cue” and “Moretti.” Wow. I’ve been in Wildcliff a week already and 
broken at least two different guys’ fingers in my quest to track down the 
Sleepless Reapers, but breaking one mob dude’s nose is what put me on the 
radar of every criminal in the city? Figures. 

I claim one of the empty stools and flag down the bartender. I’m still 
feeling the tequila binge from last night, so I just order a soda. The bar top 
is sticky under my elbows, my knee bouncing involuntarily as I glance over 
my shoulder towards the door to see if I’ve been followed. When no one 
kicks through the door with guns blazing, I take a deep breath and try to get 
my head on straight. 

So I broke the guy’s nose. It’s not like I did it on purpose. If anything, 
it’s his fault for getting in the middle of something that didn’t have a damn 
thing to do with him. I’m sure he’ll see it that way too if I can sit down and 
have a civil conversation with him. The thought makes me snort. I drag my 
fingers through my unkempt hair and give the bartender an appreciative nod 
when he sets my drink down in front of me. 

Moretti. That’s the name I heard murmured on my way in. Is that who 
he works for? The name sounds vaguely familiar. If it’s some big-time 
Mafia family, I suppose it should. But it’s not exactly an uncommon Italian 
name either. I take a sip from my soda and swivel my head towards the man 
half slumped over on my left side. 

“Hey. What do you know about the Morettis?” 

He looks up from his drink with a bleary expression, blinking at me for 
a moment before a laugh bubbles up from his lips. “What do I know about 
the Morettis?” he repeats, laughing again, an edge of hysteria to the sound. 
“T know enough to stay the fuck off their radar. How’s that?” 


“Come on, they can’t be that bad.” Sure, they’re a crime syndicate, but 
they’re still just people. Like the Sleepless Reapers? Benny’s voice 
whispers in the back of my mind. 

That’s different. 

“T’ve heard Lorenzo Moretti’s enforcer carves out the hearts of his 
victims and keeps them as trophies,” a deep voice says from my other side. 

I startle and turn my head to find the man from last night. The person 
already occupying the stool to my right scrambles out of his seat without so 
much as a look from Tall, Dark, and Bandaged. For all the fear that’s been 
hot on my heels since I ran out of the bar last night, bracing for a bullet to 
the back of my head, a strange sense of calm washes over me as I watch 
him claim the now open stool for himself. 

I drag my gaze over him. Even with his eyes swollen and his nose 
bandaged, he’s undeniably gorgeous in a perfectly tailored suit that 
accentuates his broad shoulders. His eyes are a warm, melted chocolate 
color, holding the same goose bump-inducing intensity that was there last 
night. His dark hair is longer on top, neatly tamed into place, but it’s all too 
easy to imagine how it would look messy from having my fingers run 
through it while he kneels for me. My cock tingles and I bite back the 
chuckle that swells in my throat. Leave it to me to notice how hot my 
potential assassin is. 

“Ts that the punishment you hand out for the egregious act of teaching 
you a valuable lesson?” I ask. 

His eyebrows go up and his lips twitch in what I could swear is a ghost 
of a smile, but his expression remains otherwise neutral. 

“What lesson did you teach me, Little Sparrow?” 

I reach immediately towards the bird tattooed behind my ear, brushing 
my fingers over the spot and considering the man for a moment. If he 
wanted to kill me, he could have done it already. Unless he’s lulling me into 
a false sense of security before he whips his gun out. My eyes flicker 
towards the almost imperceptible bulge under his jacket. If I didn’t already 
know that’s where he keeps his weapon, I doubt I would have noticed. 

He unbuttons the jacket and I tense, but my heart rate remains 
surprisingly even. I track his movements as he unholsters his gun. What 
does it feel like to die? Adrenaline courses through my veins, making my 
senses crystal clear as I brace for what’s about to come. But instead of 
pointing the gun at me, he sets it on the bar and nudges it towards me. 


The drunk on my other side mutters a curse and clambers off his stool 
clumsily, letting it fall with a loud clatter against the wood floor. The jarring 
sound doesn’t even make me twitch. I’m too focused on the clearly custom- 
made revolver in front of me. 

“What’s this?” I ask, darting my tongue out to wet my lips as I look 
away from the weapon and back at the man himself. 

“Tt’s a gun. Although, if you don’t know that, I might be sitting here 
with the wrong man.” The teasing in his voice is masked by the deep, even 
rumble, but it’s there. 

“I mean why are you giving it to me, Tony Soprano?” 

This time a full-blown grin finds its way onto his lips. “I’m not the Tony 
Soprano of this operation. Thank fuck. And I’m giving it to you so we can 
have a conversation without you spending the entire time waiting for me to 
pull it out and shoot you.” 

I hum thoughtfully, eyeing the weapon again. “You don’t even know 
me. I could be crazy. Deranged. A sociopath with no regard for human life,” 
I taunt, reaching out and dragging my finger along the cool metal handle of 
his gun. 

He leans in, his breath ghosting over my cheek. “If you’re trying to 
make my dick hard, it’s working.” 

My breath catches and my cock throbs. Is he trying to throw me off or is 
he actually flirting? 

“How do I know you’re not packing any other weapons?” I challenge, 
eyeing him again. The only bulge that catches my attention is the very 
prominent one between his legs that he doesn’t bother trying to hide. My 
skin heats and I shift in my seat, my knee bumping his. 

“You can pat me down if you want,” he offers. 

“Oh, I don’t think you want that,” I warn, still absently stroking a finger 
along the short barrel of the gun. “I do cavity searches the rough way.” 

“I was counting on it,” he purrs, not missing a beat. 

His response throws me off center. Are we really flirting? And if we are, 
how exactly did it happen? I broke his nose last night and he tracked me 
down just to let me stroke his gun? 

The bartender approaches, eyeing the gun warily. He doesn’t say 
anything about it though. I’m guessing that has something to do with the 
man in the suit. I doubt anyone in this bar has the guts to tell him what to 
do. The fantasy of him on his knees flickers through my mind again. I 


wonder if he would behave if someone did have the audacity to order him 
around. 

I reach for my drink and take a gulp to cool the fire blazing in the pit of 
my stomach at the thought. 

“Pll have whatever he’s having,” he orders, and the bartender nods. 

“Tt’s just soda,” I warn him. 

“Perfect.” His gaze lands on my face and he studies me silently for 
several seconds. “You didn’t answer my question before. What lesson were 
you teaching me, Sparrow?” 

“To keep out of things that have nothing to do with you,” I answer, but 
as soon as the words are out of my mouth, they feel a little too harsh. “But I 
shouldn’t have broken your nose. I’m sorry. I thought it was that idiot 
brother of his grabbing me.” 

He gives a single nod and takes the drink the bartender passes him. 

“Everything in this city is my business,” he says. 

I shift in my seat again, angling myself so I’m fully facing him now, the 
rest of the bar fading around me. Maybe I’ve been asking the wrong people 
where to find the Reapers this whole time. All the lowly drug dealers and 
petty criminals in this city are too afraid of the bikers to cross them, but I 
get the feeling this man doesn’t scare that easily. 

“That so?” I cock my head. “Maybe you can help me find who I’m 
looking for then.” 

“Maybe I can,” he agrees, taking a sip of his drink, his throat bobbing 
with his swallow, filling my mind with more filthy imagery that can only 
lead to distractions I don’t need right now. “Who are you looking for?” 

“The Sleepless Reapers. A couple of guys, specifically.” I pull out my 
phone and open the photo gallery. The screenshot I’ve been staring at for 
too damn long immediately fills the screen. I turn it to show him the photo 
of four men supporting the limp body of my brother hours before he died. 

He frowns as he studies the picture. “Do you know their names?” 

I make an irritated noise. “I don’t fucking know. Shit Stain, 
Monkeywrench, Ball Licker... Some stupid fucking biker nicknames. Do 
you know where they hang out or not?” 

I black out the screen and put my phone away. He runs his hand over his 
mouth, conflict dancing in his eyes. 

“Why are you trying to find them?” he asks after several long seconds. 


It’s been too many days in a row of dead end after dead end, of people 
too damn scared of these thugs to give up any information about them, and 
my patience is hanging on by a fraying thread. 

“Because they took something from me,” I answer with a heated 
tremble in my barely controlled voice. “Do you have any brothers?” 

“Not blood, but yes.” 

I hold his gaze, letting him see the emotions burning behind my eyes 
like the eternal flames of damnation. “And I bet you would kill anyone who 
took one of them from you. Wouldn’t you?” 

He doesn’t pause or hesitate this time. “Yes.” The conviction in his 
voice sends a thrill down my spine, raising goose bumps along my skin and 
hardening my nipples. 

“Where can I find the Sleepless Reapers?” I ask again, putting the 
weight of authority I don’t actually have into my voice. I haven’t so much 
as blinked and neither has he, which means I can see every flicker of 
emotion that passes through his eyes, and there’s something heated that 
flares to life. 

“They mostly hang out at their own clubhouse. But I’ve had to deal with 
them more than once causing trouble at Babylon on tenth street. They like 
to go in there and cruise for ass, consensual or otherwise.” The way his 
features darken and get stormy says all I need to know about his opinion on 
the subject. 

Excitement quivers in my bones. I’m finally making progress. It’s a 
lead, at least. On reflex, I pat his thigh, the silky fabric of his pants heated 
through by his skin. I let my fingers linger longer than I should. 

“Good boy,” I murmur, and he makes a choked sound in his throat. His 
leg trembles under my touch and he reaches for his drink again, gulping 
down a few swallows. 

Interesting. Maybe my fantasy about having the deadly man on his 
knees isn’t that far off base. A guy can dream... 

Not that I have time for those types of dreams right now. 

“What’s your name?” I ask. The question feels bolder than my casual 
Domming. Casper would have killed a man where he stood for asking his 
name, hence the silly nickname I decided to use when calling him The 
Phantom became too much of a mouthful. 

“Xaviaro Saviano,” he answers easily. “And what’s your name, Little 
Sparrow?” 


I drag the tip of my index finger along the rim of my half-empty glass, 
my other hand still resting on his leg. 

“Sparrow works just fine,” I say, sliding out of my seat. We’re close 
enough that I’m pressed up against him as soon as I’m on my feet, his legs 
spread on either side of me as I drag my hand up his thigh, drawing another 
half-bitten sound from Xaviaro’s lips. “Pll also answer to Sir.” 

His nostrils flare. Up close like this, I can see the purple splotches under 
his eyes and the strange urge to brush my lips against them in apology 
rattles through me. 

“Don’t get in my way. I’d really rather not kill you.” I punctuate my 
request by brushing my lips briefly against the smooth skin of his cheek, 
just above the line of stubble on his jaw. 

And then, for the second night in a row, I leave the bar with the feeling 
of Xaviaro Saviano’s gaze boring into my back. 
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Chapter 4 


SPARROW 

MY MUSCLES QUIVER WITH a mixture of nerves and excitement as I 
drag my index finger over the carved handle of my dagger. I check that the 
leather sheath is strapped snugly across my chest and then I drop my shirt to 
conceal the knife. I slowly lift my head and meet my own eyes in the 
smudged mirror that hangs over the sink, the water running on its twenty 
second timer to ensure that the user washes their hands properly. Somehow 
I doubt proper hygiene is the number one concern of the patrons of 
Babylon. I would guess that this sink has seen more lines of coke snorted 
off it than hands washed. 

I expected to see ice-cold indifference staring back at me—or maybe 
hoped is a better word. The first time I watched Casper complete a hit by 
cutting a man from sternum to stem and letting his guts spill out onto the 
floor, it was the blankness in his eyes that struck me the most. Don’t get me 
wrong, seeing a man’s insides very much on the outside was something I 
had to get used to, but at least that part made sense to me. I suppose I 
thought all hitmen were Ted Bundy—excited by the kill, maybe even 
getting off on it. But watching The Phantom, it was obvious that taking a 
man’s life was no different to him than taking a shit. 

“Death is an inescapable part of life.” That was what he said when I 
asked about it later. 

The wild look in my eyes is anything but bored, and it’s as far from 
indifferent as a person can get. It’s pure, feral bloodlust. My heart is 


pounding so hard that the drumbeat of my pulse in my ears drowns out the 
music and chatter from the bar just outside the bathroom door. The water 
stops running and the lightbulb over the sink flickers. The bathroom door 
swings open and a man stumbles in, drunk and likely on something else as 
well. He swaggers over to the nearest urinal and I track him with my eyes, 
my attention lingering on the Reaper patch on his leather jacket. 

He leans on the wall for balance and whips his dick out, missing the 
urinal more than hitting it. When he’s finished, he doesn’t bother to flush 
and he doesn’t so much as glance at the sink before shuffling back out and 
letting the door bang closed behind him again. I let out a slow, steadying 
breath. 

I’ve been blending into the crowd at Babylon every night for three 
weeks, keeping a low profile, making sure not to do anything to draw 
attention to myself. Three weeks of watching and waiting. Three weeks of 
stretching my patience right to its breaking point. 

Tonight’s the night. 

One more breath and I push off from the sink, forcing myself to 
abandon my usual confident strut as I exit the bathroom a few seconds 
behind him. If I’m going to pull this off, I need to do it just right. 

My attention zeroes in on the small, round table to the left of the bar. It’s 
the same table where the three of them have sat every Thursday since I’ve 
been staking out the bar. Three hulking, tattooed men who wear jackets with 
the Sleepless Reaper logo on them. 

It’s where they drunkenly hold court, posturing like gorillas during 
mating season, picking out men and women alike to get them drunk before 
dragging them out of here barely conscious. Bile rises in my throat at how 
many people I’ve had to watch them led away like prey. Tonight, I’m finally 
going to start putting things right in the world. 

The drunk one slams back another drink, throwing his empty shot glass 
and laughing when it shatters loudly on the floor. The man next to him is 
about as interesting as drying paint, but he picks up the tab most nights, so 
I’m guessing that’s why he’s always invited along. And then there’s Shit 
Stain. AKA, the only man at the table who was in the picture with Benny. 

Enough blending in. It’s time for them to notice me. 

I pass right by their table, faking a stumble and catching myself on the 
back of Shit Stain’s chair. I giggle and then hiccup, slapping my hand over 
my mouth like I’m embarrassed by how drunk I am. 


“Oh my god, I’m so so—” I hiccup again. “Sorry.” I finish with another 
tittering giggle, still clutching the back of his chair. 

He looks over his shoulder at me, the furrowed look of irritation melting 
away the instant his eyes land on me. His hair hangs in greasy clumps 
around his face, the stench of beer heavy on his breath as he turns to get a 
better look at me. 

“No worries, sweetheart. Why don’t you have a seat? Pll buy you a 
drink.” He uses his foot to nudge one of the empty chairs away from the 
table in invitation. 

“Pd better not,” I say as demurely as I can manage, leaning in closer 
and fighting the urge to gag when his odor washes over me. “My mama 
always warned me that men who buy you drinks expect certain things.” I 
drop my voice to a whisper. “I can’t lose my virginity in exchange for a 
couple of drinks.” 

At the v-word, his eyes light up. He’s a lion spotting a wounded gazelle. 
I can’t decide if I’m impressed with myself for knowing exactly what would 
set the perfect trap for a man like this, or disgusted that this is actually 
going to work. 

“One drink,” he barters. 

I pretend to think it over for a second before stumbling into the offered 
Seat. “Fine, just one.” 

He flashes me a smile full of yellowed, cracked teeth and motions to the 
bartender. 

In my three weeks of observation, I learned a couple of very important 
things about Velcro, and yes that is actually his club nickname. Shit Stain 
would have been better if you ask me, but what do I know. One: his friends 
put away drinks like it’s their last night on Earth and he pours drinks down 
the throat of whoever he’s set his sights on for the night, but he never 
touches a drop himself. And two: he takes frequent smoke breaks in the 
alley behind the bar... alone. 

My original plan was to just wait out there to ambush him, but I decided 
that this way it’s more of a test. If by some miracle this man manages to dig 
deep and find so much as a single fiber of human decency inside of himself, 
he might live to see sunrise. Personally, I’m not holding my breath for that 
outcome. 

“Haven’t seen you around here before,” drunkie from the bathroom 
says, eyeing me with the same predatory gaze as his friend, albeit a much 


sloppier one. 

“Pm new in town,” I answer, matching his sloppy grin. “You guys have 
matching jackets. That’s so cute.” 

The third man, who’s not nearly as drunk as the first but not sticking to 
sobriety like Velcro is, scowls at my subtle jab. 

“We’re members of the Sleepless Reapers,” he informs me with a 
prideful growl. 

“Ooh, what’s that? Is it like a club? Do you have a secret handshake?” I 
laugh and sway in my chair like I might tip over. Velcro, gentleman that he 
is, catches me and keeps a hand on me even after I’m upright again. 

It takes everything inside of me not to recoil. A little shiver runs up the 
back of my neck and for a second, I get the distinct feeling that I’m being 
watched. It’s not the first time. In fact, it’s something that’s become a near 
constant over the past few weeks. I glance over my shoulder as subtly as I 
can, but with a quick look, it’s impossible to get a good look at who’s in the 
crowded bar or whose attention is on me. 

“We’re the baddest men in the city,” Velcro answers with a cocky smirk. 

My drink is delivered and I pretend to take a sip to cover the urge to roll 
my eyes. The Reapers are definitely the worst men in the city. The baddest 
though? I’m going with a no on that one. 

For an annoying moment, the smooth, unruffled expression on 
Xaviaro’s face three weeks ago dances through my mind. Confident, deadly, 
and without a hint of bragging about either quality. He gets my vote for 
baddest in the city. Although, if I pull this off tonight, I might be feeling 
cocky enough to claim the title for myself. The mobster has heeded my 
warning to stay out of my way since he gave me the information I needed. 
Now, if he would just get out of my damn head, I’d be happy. 

Velcro scoots his chair closer, putting an arm around my back. 

“T told you, I’m not having sex with you,” I remind him, feigning 
another sip from my drink. When he looks away for a moment, I spill some 
onto the floor so it looks like I’m actually drinking it. 

“Never say never,” he purrs the words as if he thinks they’re somehow 
seductive. Fucking gag. 

“Never,” I say as sweetly as I can manage, earning raucous laughter 
from his friends at his expense. Velcro’s expression darkens. As expected, 
my words do nothing to deter his advances. 


His hands wander, sliding over my thigh and stroking any inch of bare 
skin he can find while I continue to pretend to drink and sweetly make my 
lack of interest clear over and over. When I reach the bottom of my glass, 
the contents soaking into the grimy carpet next to my chair, I ready myself 
for phase two. 

“Oh my god, that drink really went to my head.” I fall into another fit of 
giggles. “I think I need some fresh air.” I stand up on wobbly legs. “Thanks. 
G’night.” I flap a hand in a drunken wave. I stumble away slowly, making 
my way towards the door to the alley. 

The stench of rotting garbage that hits me as I step outside is actually a 
relief after the last half hour of having to breathe in Velcro’s stink. I cast my 
eyes one way and then the other, getting the lay of the land as quickly as I 
can. Aside from a few smokers now and then, the alley is typically empty. 
There’s a single light that hangs over the door and no security cameras 
anywhere to be found. It’s like they want people to commit crimes back 
here. 

I pick out a good spot and get into position, slumping over like I’m 
passed out. It’s only a matter of seconds before the heavy sound of the 
metal door swinging open fills the night. Velcro’s footsteps are slow as he 
approaches me. I can feel the weight of his gaze on me, assessing me in the 
dim lighting to figure out if I’m conscious and whether I’m breathing. I 
hold myself deathly still, one hand under my shirt, wrapped around the hilt 
of my sheathed dagger. 

A derisive laugh echoes off of the buildings surrounding us as he stops 
in front of me. It’s a Herculean feat to keep my eyes closed, refusing to give 
myself away with so much as a muscle twitch. Come on, fucker. Make your 
move. 

“Can’t handle your liquor, huh? Normally a little bit of a fight is half the 
fun, but this’ll do.” He nudges me with the toe of his leather boot and then 
the metallic clang of his belt buckle reaches my ears. 

My thundering heart slows. In a single instant, it feels like everything is 
happening in slow motion. My mind is sharp, my senses all on high alert, 
and the moment crystallizes. As far as this man knows, I’m some naive, 
barely legal virgin passed out in the alley. Is this what Benny’s last minutes 
were like? Except, he wasn’t faking it. He was helpless, unable to move or 
defend himself, and these monsters got off on it. They didn’t care if he lived 
or died. They didn’t care about anything other than their own sick pleasure. 


None of them deserve the oxygen they’re wasting every second they go 
on living. How many lives have they ruined? How many have they taken? 

I clench my jaw and tighten my grip on my dagger, counting each 
excruciatingly long second as Velcro comes closer and closer, a fly buzzing 
stupidly into the web I’ve woven. He grips my shoulder roughly, preparing 
to roll me over. 

I’ve practiced the movement so many times, I’m sure I could do it in my 
sleep. But unsheathing my knife with an actual target leaning over me 
comes with an unexpected rush of adrenaline that forces a gasping cry from 
my throat. I plunge the sharp end of the knife into his throat without pause, 
drinking in the shock and fury in his eyes as he gurgles and then collapses. 

I scramble to my feet, hot, sticky blood coating my hand. I gasp for 
breath, my lungs burning like I just ran a marathon in an all-out sprint. I 
look down at his body with a mixture of disbelief and relief. His pants are 
hanging open, his dick already out, leaving no room to wonder what he 
planned to do to me. 

I take a step closer, looking down at him as the light slips out of his 
eyes. For the second time tonight, I remember the apathy in The Phantom’s 
eyes when he would take a life. There’s no apathy here. This doesn’t feel a 
damn thing like squishing a bug or acknowledging in a vague way that 
death is simply an inevitable part of life. It feels... good. Maybe that should 
scare me. And maybe that makes me no better than the pile of shit lying 
dead in front of me. But there’s no denying that the world is a better place 
now than it was five minutes ago, and that’s because of me. 

I’m tempted to spit on his corpse, but you know, DNA evidence and all 
that. I stoop down and yank the knife out of his throat, dodging the spurt of 
blood that erupts like a geyser in its wake. I pull a monogrammed 
handkerchief out of my back pocket, chuckling to myself at the contrast 
between the life I used to live and this one. I wipe the blood off the dagger, 
slipping it back into its sheath, then cleaning off my hands before stuffing 
the handkerchief back into my pocket. 

“T mean this from the bottom of my heart, Shit Stain, burn in hell.” I flip 
the middle finger in front of his unseeing eyes, then stand up straight and 
stride out of the alley before my luck runs out and someone comes looking 
for this fucker. 

I smile to myself, imagining his friends finding him shortly. I want them 
to run back to the club and tell everyone about his brutal murder. I want 


every single member of the Sleepless Reapers looking over their shoulders 
everywhere they go. I want to be the ghost that haunts their nightmares. 

One down, three to go. 

The feeling of being watched prickles along the back of my neck again. 
I rub my hand over the goose bumps that stand up there, but I don’t bother 
to look over my shoulder. If someone is watching, they can run and tell the 
Reapers exactly who took out one of their own. Let the “biggest baddies in 
town” cower from a little sparrow. 


XAVIARO 

If I weren’t already aware that I’m a tad bit fucked in the head, the throb 
in my cock as Sparrow wipes off his knife and tucks it away would have 
been all the proof I needed. For the past three weeks, I’ve chalked up my 
interest in him to curiosity. And by interest, I obviously mean I’ve been 
following his every move to the point that I’m well on my way to getting on 
Enzo’s shit list. The word ‘stalking’ has crossed my mind a time or two, but 
I prefer to think of it as doing my job. 

Enzo expects me to know what’s going on in Wildcliff, and some sexy, 
unhinged assassin out for Reaper blood is front page news as far as I’m 
concerned. 

When he sat down at the Reapers’ table tonight, I was curious to see 
what he had planned. The way he played Velcro like a fiddle from the 
moment the man took notice of my little sparrow was like a work of art. It 
was a perfectly choreographed dance that the cocky gearhead had no idea 
he was even part of. It was... impressive. Sparrow was impressive. 

I melt into the shadows and watch him strut out of the alley, leaving the 
body out in the open without so much as a backward glance. Fuck. 

The Sleepless Reapers may be vile scum, but they aren’t stupid. Velcro 
didn’t see it coming tonight, but if word gets out that there’s someone after 
anyone else in the club, he’s going to have a hell of a time taking them by 
surprise. 

Besides that, a body is the last thing we need. Dead bodies attract the 
cops. Too many dead bodies will be difficult for even the cops on Enzo’s 
payroll to overlook. If I call anyone else to deal with this, it’ll get back to 
the boss one way or another. So I guess I’m going to have to roll up my 
sleeves and do this myself. 

I step deeper into the alley, half my attention down the street with 
Sparrow. Was he as affected by Velcro’s hands on him as I was tonight? I 


was tempted to clear the bar and shoot the man myself every time he 
stroked a finger over Sparrow’s cheek or bare arm. I grit my teeth again just 
thinking about it. 

I stand over the man, coolly assessing the scene. A pool of dark crimson 
blood is seeping into the cement underneath him, his eyes wide and 
unblinking. Even in the dim orange light, his skin looks pale and waxy. I 
sigh heavily. I fucking hate disposing of bodies. The fluids, the dead weight, 
it’s the murder equivalent of folding laundry. The job is done, why are there 
now more chores being added to my list? Except, you can’t just leave dead 
bodies piled in baskets in your bedroom until you get around to dealing 
with them. Looking at you, Dahmer. 

The metal door that leads to the bar swings open with a loud clang, and 
I whip my gun out in a single motion, pointing it at the man standing on the 
other side. His eyes go wide and he holds both hands up immediately. 

“Go back inside. Don’t say a word. Please and thank you,” I instruct 
calmly. 

He doesn’t move a muscle as the door swings closed again right in his 
face. I chuckle at the visual, then holster my gun again and get to work. 

I don’t want to criticize my new favorite murderer, but I wish his first 
victim had been slightly smaller. Dragging two hundred and fifty pounds of 
dead weight out of the alley and then stuffing it into the trunk of my car 
isn’t my preferred workout. I have enough trash bags and duct tape on hand 
to wrap the body, but not before the bastard bleeds all over my suit. Another 
reason to despise body disposal. It’s not wardrobe friendly. At least my 
shoes were spared. 

There’s not much I can do about the blood on the ground at this point. 
Without a body, it’s more than likely that the bar owner will hose it down in 
the morning and hope like hell no one shows up asking about it. And I 
doubt any of the drunks will give it much thought. 

I swing the trunk closed and fish my keys out of my pocket. 

As soon as I’m outside of the city limits, I roll down my windows and 
turn up my favorite playlist, drumming my fingers on the steering wheel 
and crooning along with the lyrics. I may have a body thumping around in 
my trunk, but that’s no excuse not to enjoy a beautiful night like tonight. 

I reach the nearest Moretti Family dump point in about half an hour. It’s 
a ravine outside the city with a river at the bottom. I unwrap the body from 
the bags before I roll it over the ledge. I know the waterways are already 


clogged with litter, but I could never live with myself picturing birds and 
fish having to eat their way through plastic just to get to the body. 

With the task done, I toss my soiled suit jacket into the trunk along with 
the bloodied bags and hang a U-turn to head back to the city. Without 
conscious thought, I drive straight for Sparrow’s building. Now that the 
problem of Velcro’s body has been solved, he’s the only thing on my mind. 

I replay every moment in my mind, right down to the vicious expression 
on his face as he stood over the body. Was tonight the first time he’s killed? 
Is he rattled or riding the wave of adrenaline? And, most importantly, did 
Velcro manage to hurt Sparrow before my little bird gave him what he 
deserved? I park my car across the street from his building and huff out a 
laugh to myself. Everything I know about Sparrow so far tells me he’s the 
last person I need to worry about, but I can’t seem to help it. 

I want to knock on his apartment door and check on him. I want to 
soothe him or let him use me to work off the excess energy still coursing 
through his veins. I want him to tell me what he needs me to be for him. My 
throat tightens and my cock swells again. 

It’s only his command to stay out of his way that keeps me from 
walking through the door to his building. Instead, I slip around the back, 
hoping it’ll be one of the nights he spends out on his fire escape. 

I find him with his legs dangling through the bars, just like I’d hoped. 
My blood heats and every cell in my body vibrates as I look up at him from 
the shadows below. I can’t see anything but the shape of him. Is he happy? 
Scared? 

Lonely? 

Who are you, Little Sparrow? Will you let me close if I promise to be 
everything you need? We could be so beautifully dangerous together. Until 
then, Pll keep watching. 
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Chapter 5 


SPARROW 
THERE’S A NEW SWAGGER in my step when I strut into Babylon a week 
after leaving Velcro’s body in the alley to stain the pavement and serve as a 
harbinger of what’s to come for his friends. There hasn’t been a word about 
his murder on the news or in the papers. But in a city like Wildcliff, I didn’t 
think the death of a man with a criminal record longer than my dick would 
even ping the radar. 

I wonder whether Xaviaro knows about it. He did say that it’s his job to 
know what’s going on in the city. He’s a smart man. I doubt he would have 
any trouble putting two and two together and figuring out what happened to 
that waste of oxygen. Assuming I’m still on his mind at all. His nose must 
be healed and the bruises faded by now, all reminders of me completely 
erased. For some reason, that thought sours my mood momentarily. 

I shake it off and sweep my gaze over the bar, zeroing in on the 
Sleepless Reapers’ regular table. Personally, if a buddy of mine was 
murdered in the alley of a bar, I don’t think I’d return to that same 
establishment the following week. But I had a feeling that these idiots 
wouldn’t feel quite the same, and what do you know? I was right. Drunkie 
and Dry Paint are exactly where I left them last Thursday, and tonight 
they’re joined by two other men with club patches who I don’t recognize. 
One of them has a colorful mohawk and tattoos filling in the bald spaces on 
his skull. The other is rocking a handlebar mustache like he had to park his 
horse outside before getting a drink at Ye Olde Saloon. 


Do they suspect I’m the one who doled out the karma Velcro had 
coming? They have no reason to since, as far as they knew, I was falling 
down drunk and stumbled home before anything went down. My heart 
beats faster with the excitement of sliding onto a barstool mere feet away 
from the friends of the man I bled out. Maybe I’m more fucked in the head 
than I realized. And maybe I don’t mind all that much. The world is a 
vicious place full of dangerous, bloodthirsty people. Shedding my 
conscience and growing some claws is the best thing I’ve ever done. 

I order a soda and subtly angle myself so I can listen in on the Reapers’ 
conversation. Anticipation vibrates through my bones, waiting to hear the 
worry in their voices, the fear that any one of them might be next. 

Drunkie snorts at whatever Mohawk said while I was ordering my 
drink. 

“He’s at the bottom of some bottle. Mark my words,” he declares with 
only a slight slur tonight. 

Mustache shakes his head. “I don’t know. ’Cro usually manages to 
crawl home after a multi-day bender. It’s been a week.” 

Drunkie shrugs, seemingly unconcerned. 

“Then he fell into somebody’s bed and hasn’t gotten bored yet or stuck 
a needle back in his arm. You know how he is. He always stumbles back to 
the clubhouse eventually,” Dry Paint says, seeming to share Drunkie’s 
confidence that Velcro is alive and well... or at least well-ish. 

All four of them laugh in agreement and the subject is dropped in favor 
of a conversation about their bikes. I huff quietly and set my teeth with an 
audible click. 

How can they not know he’s dead? I knew they were shitty friends, but 
none of them went to check on him when he didn’t come back? So, who the 
fuck found him? Is he lying in the county morgue with ‘John Doe’ scrawled 
on his toe tag? 

Fuckity fuck fuck. 

The stool on my other side scrapes noisily against the floor and I tum 
my head, ready to take my foul mood out on whatever idiot got the bright 
idea to come sit next to me when half the seats at the bar are unoccupied. 

“Do you—” The words die on my lips when my gaze lands on all six 
feet of the olive-skinned stud in his signature jet-black suit. Xaviaro. 

My eyes roam over him silently for several seconds while my thoughts 
scramble to sort themselves out. The skin around his eyes is unblemished 


now, the purple bruises long since faded. The bandage is gone from his nose 
too. The only evidence of the break is a slightly off-center bump on the 
bridge of his nose. 

It can’t be a coincidence that he just happened to choose Babylon as his 
bar of choice tonight, sitting down barely five minutes after I arrived... 

But... what? Has he been following me? The back of my neck prickles 
with a reminder of the feeling of being watched that’s been a near constant 
since I arrived in Wildcliff. No... it’s been a constant since I met Xaviaro. 
And if he’s been following me... 

The pieces all click into place and my body runs hot and cold at the 
same time as rage washes over me. 

“Can we talk?” I grit the words through my clenched teeth. 

A flicker of a smile dances on his lips. “I’m all ears, Little Sparrow.” 

“Outside,” I snap, hopping off my stool and make a beeline for the 
backdoor without glancing over my shoulder to make sure he’s following 
me. 

I’m not sure if it’s because I can feel his eyes on the back of my neck 
like a phantom touch, or his surprising responsiveness to my commands, 
but I don’t need to look to know he’s right behind me. It’s not quite dark 
yet, but the sunlight is fading quickly, leaving the sky overhead a dark blue 
with streaks of pink. 

I fling the heavy door open with a noisy clatter, my eyes landing 
immediately on the dark spot on the pavement. I look one way, then the 
other, remembering that night with perfect clarity. But where was Xaviaro 
hiding? No matter how hard I try, I just can’t picture him crouching behind 
a dumpster with a banana peel stuck to his thousand-dollar Hermès loafers. 

Stepping out into the alley, goose bumps rise along my arms and skitter 
down my spine. It’s hard to tell whether they’re a Pavlovian reaction to the 
rush of adrenaline I had the last time I was here, or if they have more to do 
with the man who has apparently been stalking me. A fresh wave of anger 
rushes through me, but there’s something else underneath it. Something hot 
and dangerous. Something I should probably leave alone if I know what’s 
good for me... 

As soon as the door clangs shut behind Xaviaro, leaving the two of us 
alone in the alley, I whirl on him like a tornado, indignation and fury 
spinning wildly inside of me with nowhere to go. Of course, I understand 
logically that this man is a trained killer. I know that he keeps his favorite 


gun tucked just under his suit jacket and could no doubt have it unholstered, 
cocked, and fired before I can so much as blink. He could leave me lying on 
the ground with a smoking hole between my eyes, my blood seeping out to 
add to the stain already left by Velcro, and I wouldn’t even know what hit 
me. 

I should be terrified of him. I should be cowering and pissing myself. 
I’m sure that’s what he’s used to. It would be the smart way to go. 

Even knowing all of that, I close the space between us in three short 
steps, backing him up against the rusted metal door and wrapping a hand 
around his throat. 


XAVIARO 

Sparrow’s eyes dance with rage and mayhem as he presses his small 
body up against mine with a surprising amount of force and squeezes my 
throat until I can feel finger shaped bruises starting to form. 

My cock swells to life so forcefully it makes me dizzy. I could throw 
him off me if I wanted to. I could break his hand with one swift motion. I 
could leave him dead with only two. But why the hell would I want to do 
that when my little bird looks so damn stunning when he’s murderous like 
this? 

I swallow and his hand tightens, his palm pressing against my Adam’s 
apple, just shy of hard enough to cut off my airway. The motion is 
controlled, calculated. This isn’t his first time. My cock throbs. What other 
dirty secrets is he hiding? Without a real name, the only things I know about 
him are what I’ve been able to discover while following him for the past 
month. 

“What. The. Fuck?” He spits each word as its own sentence, pressing 
his body harder into mine. Because he’s trying to pin me in place or because 
he likes the way it feels as much as I do? 

“Is that rhetorical or are you looking for an answer?” I ask, staring him 
down with a bored expression to hide the heat building in my gut and 
between my legs. 

Sparrow bares his teeth like a feral animal. “You dumped my fucking 
body? That’s... fucked up. It’s out of line. Touching someone else’s kill has 
to be the number one no-no in the serial killer handbook. Just... what the 
fuck?” he asks again, his rage slipping into frustration as he loosens his grip 
a fraction but leans more of his weight into me, bringing the hard, thick 
length of his erection into contact with my thigh. 


So, he does like this as much as I do. I don’t try to fight the slow smile 
that creeps over my lips as I stare him down in the hazy orange light. The 
lamp hanging above my head casts menacing shadows over his sharp 
features, making him look like the Angel of Death he’s dying to be. 

“First of all, neither of us are serial killers. By definition, I’m more of 
an assassin, since the people I kill are for a paycheck. And if I had to guess, 
you don’t quite have the numbers to claim the ‘serial’ part of that title just 
yet,” I point out, and he huffs in frustration at my logic, his hand twitching 
around my throat again. 

He brings his face closer to mine, pushing up onto his tiptoes to do it. 
His cock drags along my thigh with the motion, making mine tingle and 
ache again. My nipples tighten and a hot, desperate feeling crawls along my 
skin as his breath ghosts against my cheek. 

“Ts there a second of all?” he asks. 

“Second of all...” I catch his gaze with my own, holding it and getting 
lost for a fraction of a second in the way his pupils expand, the black 
obscuring most of the light blue shade of his irises. “Do you know what 
happens to people in this city who run around making trouble? I don’t mean 
slinging a few bags of coke or ripping off convenience stores. I’m talking 
about the kind of trouble that’s bound to have the cops sniffing around 
sooner or later.” 

He pulls his eyebrows together and a little crease forms between them 
while his tongue darts out to wet his lips. I track the motion involuntarily, 
wondering what it would feel like to let him tie me up and spend a whole 
night licking every inch of me without relief. Would he be into it? 
Something tells me the answer is a resounding yes. 

Finally, Sparrow gives a quick shake of his head in answer to my 
question. 

“My boss puts their name on my list. I don’t want your name on my 
list.” 

He narrows his eyes. “What do you care?” he challenges. “You don’t 
know me. If Lorenzo Moretti tells you to kill me, you’ll do it without 
flinching and you’ll sleep just fine.” 

“There it is, Little Sparrow,” I murmur, bringing the tip of my nose into 
contact with his and watching the way his eyes widen a fraction. “Your 
words are cold, but there’s a barely concealed quiver that gives you away. 
There’s a momentary fear in your eyes when you to talk so casually about 


your own death. There’s still a sliver of humanity buried under the monster 
you want so desperately to be. You’re not numb. You still feel things.” I 
nudge my nose against his again, and his breath catches, his tongue darting 
out to leave his lips glistening and damp. “Rage and passion pump through 
your veins like liquid fire. Fear still makes your heart race and your breath 
quicken. I’m a well-oiled machine, but you’re a goddamn hurricane, 
beautiful and violent, leaving a path of destruction in your wake.” 

He makes a choked sound and slides his hand from around my throat to 
grab my jaw with the same rough force. He slams his mouth into mine 
savagely, both of us groaning as soon as our lips meet. There’s nothing soft 
or sweet about this kiss. There’s no tender exploration or tentative pecks. 
Sparrow is all teeth and tongue, forcing my lips apart and ravaging my 
mouth like he fucking owns it. He wraps his tongue around mine and makes 
my toes curl as he tightens his grip on my jaw. An electric current jolts 
through my body, rattling me out of the emotionless sleepwalking I’ve been 
doing for years and lighting up nerve endings I forgot I had. 

He pulls back just as quickly, leaving me gasping and stumbling 
forward to catch myself when his weight is suddenly gone. I drag in a 
ragged breath and look at him again, immediately lost in the wildness of his 
eyes. 

“Don’t get in my way again, Xav. Seriously, don t,” he says, breathing 
just as heavily as I am and dragging both hands through his hair. 

“I can’t agree to that. The drawback to all the emotions you have 
crashing through you every second is that they make you sloppy. You made 
a mistake leaving Velcro’s body, and it’s not going to be the last time you 
fuck up.” 

He sets his jaw stubbornly and takes another step back, inching towards 
the mouth of the alley. “Stay out of it.” 

He spins and walks away quickly, his footsteps echoing off the 
buildings until he disappears. I push off the wall and drag my fingertips 
over my lips, still throbbing from the kiss. It only takes me a few seconds to 
decide I’m done playing by his rules... at least when it comes to this. If he 
has other rules, I’m happy to discuss them. Preferably naked. 

But before I can go after him, my phone vibrates in my pocket. There’s 
only a handful of people with this number, and I know it’s Enzo calling 
without even glancing at the screen. 


“Yeah, boss?” I answer, hoping my voice sounds more even to him than 
it does to me. 

“We need to talk. I’m at the club.” The line goes dead. 

Fucking great. 


OceanofPDF.com 


Chapter 6 


XAVIARO 
WILD IS PACKED WHEN I step inside, working to pull myself together. 
My lips are still tingling with the memory of Sparrow’s mouth on mine, and 
the sturdy wall of control I’ve spent a lifetime building brick by brick 
suddenly feels like a dam about to break. My cock won’t stop throbbing 
from the memory of his hand around my throat, and it feels like there’s a 
live wire under my skin. 

I run my fingers through my hair to smooth it back and shrug my 
shoulders in an effort to get my suit jacket to fall correctly. It doesn’t work. 
My jacket feels askew... I feel fucking askew. 

I shake my head wordlessly and skirt around each member of the half- 
naked waitstaff as they approach me on my way to Enzo’s table. I manage 
to pull a thin veil of indifference over the fracturing foundation of my 
control by the time I reach our usual table. It’s not perfect, but it’ll do for 
now. I can find out what’s got the boss so on edge, and then I’m going to go 
over to Sparrows and tell him he can’t tug at my seams without putting me 
back together again when he’s done. 

At first glance, Enzo looks relaxed, with his tie loosened, one leg 
crossed over the other, and an arm stretched out over the empty seat beside 
his. But I’ve known the man long enough to know that relaxed is one wrong 
move away from unhinged. In public, anyway. He prefers to come across as 
in control at all times when it comes to people outside of his inner circle, so 
it’s never a good sign when he lets the mask slip. 


He’s alone at the table, but I’m a creature of habit, so I pull out my 
usual chair anyway and take a seat. He doesn’t acknowledge me right away, 
his gaze fixed on the dancer currently up on stage, grinding and shaking his 
ass to some song with a pounding bassline and words like ‘tongue’ and 
‘dirty’ in the lyrics. But it doesn’t look like Enzo is really seeing the dancer. 
It’s more like the bronzed ass framed by an electric blue thong is simply 
something to look at. 

“Where’s the fire tonight, boss?” I ask when I get impatient waiting for 
him to speak first. 

He answers without looking away from the show on stage. “Shouldn’t 
you already know that?” 

I wince at his cool tone. “I’ve... been a little distracted lately.” I keep 
my Own voice passive, smoothing a hand over my sleeve and quickly 
calculating just how badly I’ve been dropping the ball in recent weeks. It’s 
possible I’ve been more lax than usual with my collections, opting instead 
to spend my time following a certain little bird around the city. 

The dance ends and Enzo finally turns his head to look at me, his eyes 
roaming over me silently for several seconds. I’ve spent a lifetime honing 
the skill of never squirming under pressure, but tonight it’s a damn near 
impossible task to remain still while he probes me with his gaze, taking me 
apart piece by piece. 

He picks up a folder resting on the table and tosses it towards me. I 
catch it before it can slide off the smooth surface, and flip it open. There’s a 
stack of photos inside and all of them are of me. Pictures of me sitting in 
my parked car, staring off into the distance with timestamps showing days 
and times I should have been working. I push those aside and find another 
set, these ones are of me disposing of Velcro’s body last week. There are 
enough that you could turn it into a flipbook of my fuckup. 

Getting rid of the body wasn’t a fuckup, but not mentioning anything to 
Enzo certainly was. 

If I were anyone else, my heart might be pounding right now and my 
palms might be sweating. I lay the pictures down and calmly close the 
folder again. 

“Should I have left the body in the alley? I figured it was better to get 
ahead of a potential problem rather than wait for it to fester,” I ask with a 
blank expression. “And since when are you having me followed? Is this 


some new policy to get more involved in all of your employees’ lives, or is 
this special just for me since we’ve been friends for so long?” 

“Cut the shit, Xav,” he says, dropping the cool, formal tone. “Look, I’ve 
never been up your ass about what you do in your personal time. When I 
took over, I told all of you that it wasn’t going to be like it was before. Fuck 
who you want, how you want. But when you’re blowing off work to play 
stalker lapdog, it’s my business. And yes, we have been friends a long damn 
time. Which is why I’m a little fucking pissed that you’re hiding shit instead 
of talking to me about it.” 

Another tan, toned dancer wearing nothing but a jockstrap saunters up 
to our table with a sway in his hips and his eyes fixed eagerly on Lorenzo. 
I’m half convinced that most of the men who take this job do it because 
they’re hoping to land the gorgeous, closed-off head of the Moretti crime 
family as their husband. As usual though, Lorenzo waves the man off with 
barely a glance, but not before tucking a generous bill into his waistband as 
a parting gift. 

When we’re alone again, I lean back in my chair and look across the 
table at Enzo. 

“Catch me up here. Am I getting Daddy’s belt because I’ve been 
dropping the ball on collections, or because you’re pissy that I didn’t pass 
you a note in class about my new crush?” 

My flippant question earns a snort, followed by another flat look. 
“Both,” he mutters, but the way he says it makes it clear it’s mostly the 
latter. He tugs on his tie to tighten it and sits up a little straighter, blowing 
out a breath as he runs a hand along his lightly stubbled jaw. 

“After he broke my nose, I was... curious about him,” I confess what I 
probably should have told him weeks ago. “So I’ve been keeping an eye on 
him.” 

“Keeping such a good eye on him that you’re cleaning up his sloppy 
murders,” he notes dryly. 

“Murder,” I correct, an idea sparking in my mind. “He’s got a vendetta 
against the Sleepless Reapers.” 

He hums in the back of his throat, making a face like he smells 
something bad. It’s exactly the reaction I was expecting, and hoping for. 

“T don’t see talking him out of it,” I say casually. 

“Well, certainly not with your tongue down his throat.” His lips twitch 
with an almost-smile. 


I clear my throat and press on, not about to get sidetracked thinking 
about the kiss again. “They’ve been a thorn in our side for years,” I remind 
him. “The meth empire they’ve been slowly building is bound to bring the 
feds around sooner rather than later. And I know you don’t like their 
reputation for sexual assault any more than I do.” 

Enzo nods. “So what are you proposing?” 

I shrug. “Sparrow is angry. He’s emotional.” 

“Fragile like a bomb,” he murmurs knowingly. 

“Exactly. But if I give him a hand with things, it will limit the potential 
for disaster. If we can get the Reapers scared enough of everything that goes 
bump in the night, they might clear out of town. Sparrow gets his revenge, 
we get a Reaper free city. It’s a win-win.” 

He doesn’t look totally convinced, but he sighs and tilts his head in 
acceptance. “But,” he hedges immediately, “this is unofficial in every 
capacity. The last thing we need is all-out war with a bunch of methed-out 
Neanderthals. Keep this thing free and clear of Moretti fingerprints.” 

I grin, and one of the waiters walking by stops to gawk for a moment at 
the rarely seen expression on my face before hurrying off, just in case it’s a 
precursor to murder. 

“You got it, boss.” I push my chair back from the table. “That all?” 

“That’s all,” he says. “Just... be careful.” 

I’m not sure if he means with the Reapers or with Sparrow, but I nod 
either way. I’m a big boy, I can take care of myself. 

There’s only one thing on my mind as I leave the club, heading straight 
for my car and speeding out of the parking lot into the night. Sparrow might 
think we’re done talking for tonight, but I’m far from finished. We still have 
a few things to straighten out. 


SPARROW 

I pace my apartment like a caged lion, ping-ponging back and forth 
between pissed and horny. How dare Xaviaro interfere with my revenge 
plot. Who does he think he is? Just because he’s some Mafia hitman, 
doesn’t give him any right to stick his nose in the middle of my business. 

Also though, I feel like a novice chef who didn’t realize Gordon fucking 
Ramsay was eating in his restaurant. Xaviaro must have a long list of notes 
on what I could have done better. Obviously he took issue with my lack of 
body disposal, but what about the rest of it? Did he find my virgin act 
skillful or too amateurish? What about the technique itself? Sure, I took Shit 


Stain out with a single well-placed stick, but that doesn’t mean there isn’t 
room for improvement. 

I groan at myself, slumping over the counter in my kitchenette and 
banging my head gently against the cool surface. 

I don’t care what he thinks. And I don’t care about the heat that 
simmered in his eyes when I had my hand around his throat. Nope, nope, 
nope. 

I push myself up again and absently sweep my tongue along my bottom 
lip, sparking a hollow, needy ache all the way down to my toes. What if I 
hadn’t run away? What if I had wrapped Xaviaro’s tie around my hand and 
used it like a leash to drag him back here and put him on his knees? 

The ache radiates to my cock. It’s been hard and throbbing since the 
second I slammed the hitman up against the door and put my hand around 
his throat. I can still feel the way it vibrated against my palm with every 
word he spoke, his eyes fixed on me the entire time like nothing else in the 
world existed. 

I shove one hand down the front of my jeans, a whine slipping from my 
lips as I grab myself roughly. A few strokes only ramp up my frustration. I 
don’t want to be jerking off alone in this rat-infested apartment. I tug my 
hand free and stride over to the window. 

No matter how many times I open it to climb out onto the fire escape, it 
still resists and groans every time. I curse and struggle with it for a minute. 
If that sexy, subby stalker hitman has been following me for weeks, then he 
must be out there in the dark now. If he’s so fucking obsessed with me, if 
he’s so desperate to do me favors I never asked for, then he can come inside 
and do me a fucking favor. 

The window finally slides open with a screech of protest and I thrust my 
head out into the night. 

“Xaviaro,” I bark his name, squinting into the shadows of the alley 
below to see if I can spot him anywhere. “I know you’re out there,” I call 
when there’s no response the first time. 

A sharp rap at my door makes me jump, slamming the back of my head 
into the window. I hiss and pull myself all the way back inside, rubbing my 
head as I make my way over to the door. It’s probably a delivery driver with 
the wrong apartment number or my neighbor from across the hall who’s 
developed a habit of popping over to ask to borrow a cup of crack. It 


doesn’t matter how many times I tell him I don’t do drugs, he always seems 
to forget. Or maybe he thinks I’m lying and I just don’t want to share. 

I undo the deadbolt, fling the door open, and for the second time 
tonight, I’m struck silent by the sight of Xaviaro Saviano. 

“You rang?” he asks, arching an eyebrow and leaning against the 
doorframe. 

My mouth goes dry instantly as I rake my eyes over him. He looks just 
as put together as he always does, but I swear there’s something else 
simmering under the surface. Maybe it’s the slightly unhinged glint in his 
eyes or the uncharacteristically casual way he’s standing. That kiss got to 
him. I got to him. 

I know I told him to stay the fuck out of it then ran away from him 
earlier, but he doesn’t seem at all put off by the mixed signals when I grab 
his tie like I was daydreaming about a few minutes ago, and drag him 
inside. The door swings closed behind him as I wrap his tie tightly around 
my fist and slam my mouth into his again. 

His lips part easily, pliantly... obediently. I moan and suck his tongue 
into my mouth the same way I want him to suck my cock—with eager 
strokes and greedy enthusiasm. Xaviaro makes a broken, horny sound that 
vibrates inside my mouth as he stumbles after me, led by one hand around 
his tie and the other threaded roughly through his hair. 

Maybe something really did come loose inside my brain when my 
brother died. I have no business getting mixed up with the Mafia. I came to 
Wildcliff to get revenge against the men responsible for Benny’s death, and 
then, hopefully, go back to some semblance of a normal life. I haven’t 
thought too hard about how that will be possible given what I had to do to 
get here, to this moment in time, but I’m pretty sure getting involved with 
Xaviaro will be counterproductive to that goal. 

But I can’t make myself stop kissing him. I can’t make myself untangle 
my fingers from his hair or from around his tie. I can’t make myself stop 
coaxing muffled, breathless sounds from him with my tongue around his. I 
can’t make myself stop, and I don’t want to. I don’t think he wants me to 
either. 

I break the kiss, my chest heaving, and look into his eyes, seeing the 
same untethered feeling that’s rising inside of me reflected back. His lips 
are damp and swollen, his normally stoic expression completely undone. I 


did that to him. The power of that thought courses through me like a shot of 
adrenaline, making my cock jerk and throb, eager for the heat of his mouth. 

“Did you come over to kill me or to play?” I ask. 

His kiss-bruised lips twist into another brief smile and a rumble of 
laughter works its way through his throat. “What do you think, Little 
Sparrow?” 

I grin and give his tie a sharp tug. I drag my tongue along the bridge of 
his nose, feeling the flattened spot where it didn’t heal quite right. 

“T think that I like to play rough, and I’m not sure you’re up for it,” I 
warn. 

He meets my eyes without flinching, fresh heat dancing in his gaze. 
“Try me.” 

My balls tighten and a shiver runs down my spine. “On your knees.” I 
add the weight of authority to the words, letting the heady feeling of taking 
control course through my veins. 

His eyelids droop and his lips part on a moan. Xaviaro doesn’t hesitate, 
dropping to his knees without bracing for impact or slowing himself down, 
and without wincing when he hits the wood floor. Then he tilts his head up 
to meet my gaze again. His dark eyes soften, flickering with a vulnerability 
I’m not sure he wants me to see. 

The big, bad Mafia enforcer, turned to a pile of quivering flesh by three 
simple words. Three simple words spoken by me. It’s a thrill I didn’t know I 
was craving until this moment, and one I’m not sure anyone else will ever 
be able to match. 

“Good boy,” I purr, gauging his reaction as I yank his tie again. His 
pulse flutters in his throat, speeding up immediately. He says thoughts of 
his own death don’t get his heart racing, but apparently being called a good 
boy does. “Safeword?” 

“Unicorn,” he answers, and I let out a single laugh. 

“Unicom it is.” I untangle my fingers from his hair to drag them over 
the visible bulge between my legs. “You want to choke on my cock, don’t 
you?” 

Xaviaro’s eyes track the motion, his lips parting on a quiet moan. He 
nods absently, and I wind my hand one more time around his tie, yanking 
him closer and getting his attention back on my eyes. 

“Words, please,” I command. 


His eyes cloud with needy pleasure. “Yes...” He pauses to lick his lips 
and I can practically see him weighing the next word on his tongue. 
Savoring it. “Sir.” 

My cock jerks and a hot flush works its way over my skin. 

“Good boy,” I murmur a second time, just as enthralled by his reaction 
as I was the first time. I stare down at him for a few seconds, putting 
together all of the pieces that lead up to this exact moment, doing my best 
to prove to myself that this isn’t just a wet dream. If I wake up in five 
minutes humping my pillow, I’m going to be seriously pissed. 

Then again, I haven’t dreamed of much except murder lately. Even if 
this is a dream, it’s a much-needed one. 

I unwrap his tie from around my hand. The expensive silk is already 
wrinkled from the rough handling, just like the man it’s attached to. Why is 
there always something so satisfying about messing up things that look 
perfect otherwise? Maybe that’s why there was such an odd thrill about 
blowing up my life after Benny died. 

I shake off the thought and run my index finger over Xaviaro’s lips, 
tracing the shape of them and feeling every warm puff of breath he exhales. 
I work his tie free with my other hand, tugging carefully until it hangs loose 
around his neck. I slide it off him and devour the sight of him again, his hair 
standing up wildly, his olive cheeks darkened with arousal, his pants 
straining to contain his erection. Seeing him so undone grounds me. It gives 
me purpose and keeps my mind clear, in spite of the way I’m suddenly 
hyperaware of everything, from the feeling of my clothes against my 
overheated skin to the white noise of the traffic outside. 

I hang his tie around my own neck, then slip both my hands under his 
suit jacket, dragging them over his firm chest and up to his shoulders, 
feeling the way his muscles tremble invisibly under his clothes. The button 
came loose during our initial kiss, so the jacket slides off easily, exposing 
the leather holster strapped just under his left pec. Xaviaro doesn’t move a 
muscle aside from the almost imperceptible quiver that he can’t seem to 
control. 

How many men has he gotten on his knees for like this? How many 
men has he submitted himself to? I have no right to wonder, but the 
question burns itself into my brain like it’s made of acid. 

I push his jacket farther down his arms, moving to stand behind him so I 
can arrange him exactly the way I want. Even the back of his shirt is 


perfectly crisp, clearly ironed just before he put it on this morning. The only 
spot that’s disturbed is where his holster rests, bunching the shirt 
unnaturally. 

“Hands together,” I instruct, and he clasps them behind his back 
obediently, seeming relieved to be given an easy task so he can show just 
how well he can follow directions. 

I run one hand between his shoulder blades while I twist up his suit 
jacket with the other to keep his hands in place. I check his fingers and test 
my improvised binding to make sure it’s not too tight but that he can’t get 
loose easily without my help. Then, I stand up behind him again and wrap 
both of my hands loosely around his throat from behind. 

I bend over to bring my lips to his ear, the scent of sandalwood and 
sweat tickling my nose and making my cock throb again. “Do you trust 
me?” 

His pulse is fast but even under my palms. I can feel the bob of every 
breath and swallow that works its way through his throat. 

“Yes, Sir,” he answers, and his words rock something deep inside of me, 
making my bones and organs twang with reverberations. 

“Why?” The authority in my voice slips for just a second. 

“T don’t know,” he answers, sounding just as confused as I am. 

I clear my throat and tighten my grip for a moment, barely enough to 
interrupt his breathing as I brush a kiss against the sandpapery stubble on 
his jaw before letting go and coming back around to his front again. I’m not 
sure how I’ve held myself together this long when all I want to do is unzip 
and force feed him my cock. I want to fuck his face until I spill down his 
throat. I want him to think of me for days after I send him home with marks 
around his wrists and his throat sore from the rough treatment. 

A dribble of precum trickles from my slit and dampens my underwear at 
the thought of it. I want him to think of me anytime he touches himself or 
lets anyone else touch him. I want to mark him up in ways that linger longer 
than bruises can. 

I’ve been spiraling for so long with nothing to grab on to, and for some 
reason, Xaviaro’s eager submission is the anchor I didn’t know I was 
looking for but that suddenly feels as vital as breathing. Even if this is a 
one-time thing, it’s a one-time thing we both desperately need. 

I get on my knees in front of him with a wicked grin forming on my 
lips. Our height difference seems a lot less extreme from this angle, with his 


face not far from mine, his chest coming within an inch of mine each time it 
expands with an intake of his breath. 

“Have you been thinking of me?” I ask, even though I already know the 
answer. I want him to say it out loud anyway. I need to hear the quiver of 
neediness in his voice. 

I comb my fingers gently through his hair for a moment, remembering 
the bruises around his eyes that I never got a proper chance to make up for 
before they faded. Even though they’re long gone, I lean in and press a soft 
kiss against the spot under each of his eyes. 

Xaviaro’s breath catches and then speeds up. I’m worried he’s about to 
have a panic attack, but then he settles and nods. 

“More than I should, Sir,” he answers. 

“That makes two of us,” I murmur, kissing one cheek and then the other, 
working my way down towards his lips. 

His chest hitches again, his pulse and his breathing going wild from the 
gentle treatment. I talked a big game about being rough and here I am 
kissing him like he’s made of fine china. But if he’s disappointed, it doesn’t 
show. Besides, I intend to make up for it before I send him on his way. 

He lets me sweep my tongue between his lips again, stroking and 
teasing it slowly over his while I work his belt open and undo his pants. My 
cock aches with every painfully slow movement, but the muffled whimpers 
he feeds me make the torture more than worth it, building the tension that 
works itself tighter and tighter in the pit of my stomach, desperate for 
release. 

I reach into his pants, unsurprised to find his boxer briefs feel like 
they’re made of the same expensive silk as his tie, and that his cock lives up 
to every bit of his big dick energy. It’s almost too thick to wrap my fingers 
all the way around, sweltering hot and pulsing in my grasp. My hole 
twitches and my mouth waters. 

He makes a choked sound around my tongue, his muscles all tensing 
and quaking as I give him a few leisurely tugs. Other than that, he still 
doesn’t move. He doesn’t buck his hips or struggle to free his hands. He 
doesn’t even beg. If anything, Xaviaro melts for me, leaning into me and 
softening his mouth even further, wordlessly offering me anything I want. 

My heart pounds and every inch of my skin tingles as I rub myself up 
against him like a cat in heat. I grind my throbbing erection into his thigh 
and stroke him even slower as I wind my tongue around his again. With my 


free hand, I reach up to tug his tie from its resting place around my neck. I 
break the kiss and he lets out a shuddering breath as I stop stroking him and 
Start to wrap the tie around his cock. 

“Dirty Little Sparrow,” he says in an uneven voice like he’s barely 
holding himself together. That’s okay, he doesn’t have to hold himself 
together. That’s my job for the next half hour or so. 

I chuckle, then nip at his bottom lip. “It’s still ‘Sir’ for now,” I remind 
him, paying attention to how tightly I’m winding the tie around him, 
working my way up to the thick purple head. 

“Dirty Little Sparrow, Sir,” he corrects. 

“That’s better.” I grin and run out of material to work with just as I 
cover the tip. I encircle him with my fingers again, the smooth slide of the 
silk making my strokes that much easier. I can feel the heat of his cock even 
through the silk, and the way the thick veins along his shaft flutter with his 
racing heartbeat. 

Xaviaro’s chest heaves as I get to my feet, his silk encased cock jerking 
and twitching involuntarily as he struggles to keep himself still. Standing 
over him again, I grab his jaw roughly, just like I did in the alley before I 
kissed him earlier. His eyes are hazy now and his cheeks are even more 
flushed than they were before. He looks fucking beautiful like this. All 
mine. For tonight, anyway. 

“You can come when I do,” I tell him, undoing my own pants and 
shoving them down around my thighs, letting my long, slim cock swing 
free in front of his face. 

He whimpers and nods, opening his mouth like his greatest wish in the 
world is to be my favorite fuck toy. I moan and give myself a couple of 
slow strokes, threading my fingers through his hair again. 

This whole night has been more than enough foreplay as far as I’m 
concerned, so I don’t waste another second before taking what’s offered and 
thrusting into his warm, willing mouth. 

“Fuck,” I groan loudly when my cock hits the back of his throat and his 
muscles constrict around me with his attempt to swallow. I hold myself 
there for a minute, feeling the flutter of his throat around me and the stroke 
of his tongue along my shaft as he slowly runs out of oxygen. 

His eyes roll back with pleasure and his cock starts to jerk wildly again 
before I ease out and let him draw in a breath. His nostrils flare with the 
inhale and his eyes find mine again. The same vulnerability is back and I’m 


not sure what to do with it. All I know is that it’s making me feel strangely 
protective of aman who’s clearly more than capable of protecting himself. 

I fill his throat again, snapping my hips forward with a rough, jarring 
thrust this time. Xaviaro’s moan vibrates around my cock, and he laps and 
slurps at my length even more enthusiastically. I have no idea if he’s more 
eager for my orgasm or his own, and it doesn’t really matter. Good boys can 
have both. 

I grab his hair in both fists now, using it like reins to fuck harder and 
deeper. I shed the gentleness from a few minutes ago in favor of the rough 
treatment I promised him that he seemed so eager for. Saliva and precum 
dribble from the corners of his lips as I find a punishing rhythm, filling him 
over and over again, my balls bouncing against his chin with every thrust. 

The sound of his eager slurps and muffled pleasure are almost as good 
as the feeling of his hot, wet mouth suctioned around my cock. Electric heat 
pools in my gut and spreads between my legs, tightening my balls with 
every snap of my hips. The tie around his cock darkens at the tip, soaking 
through with his precum as his thighs quiver and his eyes lose focus. 

I fuck his throat faster and faster, animalistic sounds tearing from my 
chest as my muscles tighten and my balls constrict fully. I can’t make 
myself look anywhere but Xaviaro’s face, an expression of pure, blissful 
calm making his features slack. It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. 
I did that for him. 

That thought sends me over the edge with a shout, slamming my hips 
against his face as my cock swells and then starts to pulse, waves of 
pleasure making my knees weak as I spill down his throat. I gasp and grunt, 
dragging my cock over his tongue with small, uneven strokes. Xaviaro 
shivers and groans, swallowing every drop I feed him with that same 
relaxed look on his face, until I sag on my feet and brace my hands against 
his sturdy shoulders. 

I let my head hang while I catch my breath, my eyes catching on the 
flood of thick cum oozing through the fabric of the silk tie around his 
softening cock. Another hot quiver runs through me and I drag my own 
flaccid cock against his lips once last time. His tongue chases it, catching 
my oversensitive head with the tip and drawing a hiss from between my 
teeth. 

He lets out a raspy chuckle, leaning in and resting his forehead against 
my stomach. I card my fingers through his hair while I catch my breath. His 


shoulders move up and down with each of his gradually slowing breaths. 

Without the benefit of lust clouding my mind, the reality of everything 
settles around me. Am I in over my head? Even if I am, do I have any desire 
to save myself? 

I grab Xaviaro’s hair a little tighter and tip his head back so I can see his 
eyes again. They’re sharper now, the haze of sex and submission starting to 
fade. But the vulnerability hasn’t been locked away just yet. It sends a final 
little shiver through me, this one settling in my chest and making my heart 
ache with the absolutely insane thought that this man somehow needs me. 

Maybe part of me needs him too. 

But Benny still needs me more. 
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Chapter 7 


XAVIARO 
SPARROW’S FINGERS IN MY hair and the binding around my wrists feel 
like the only things holding me together as little shockwaves continue to 
tingle along my spine and through my spent cock. When he untangles his 
grip, I let out an involuntary whimper. 

“Shh, Pve got you,” he murmurs, tucking his cock away, zipping his 
pants, then lowering himself to his knees in front of me. 

I’ve spent most of my life dreaming of submitting like I did for Sparrow 
tonight. I thought I would finally feel put back together. Instead, I feel more 
fractured than ever, like the slightest breeze could shatter me. 

“Look at me, Xaviaro,” he says in that same commanding tone that sent 
me to my knees to begin with. 

I didn’t realize my eyes were closed, but I pry them open to find his face 
inches from mine, inescapably filling my field of vision. Nothing exists 
except for his intense blue eyes and his beautifully stern expression. I 
swallow and my throat aches. An involuntary tremble rocks my muscles, 
making me aware of the tension in my shoulders from the way my arms are 
tied behind my back. Every small twinge of pain in my body is a reminder 
of the pleasure, and I want to keep all of it. 

“You were so good for me,” Sparrow says softly, leaning in and 
brushing a jarringly gentle kiss against my lips. “I know that was intense, 
but I’ve got you. It’s okay to just let go.” 


I open my mouth to tell him that I did let go. I went somewhere else 
while he fucked my throat. I gave myself over to him in ways I’ve only 
fantasized about before. I didn’t even feel the buildup of my own orgasm. 
Every second from the moment he wrapped his fingers around my cock 
until he finally spilled down my throat felt like the longest, most 
overwhelming orgasm of my life. Letting go was easy, it’s putting myself 
back together again that’s proving to be difficult. 

But instead of saying any of that, a sob escapes and I sag into him again. 
I thought I’d stopped feeling years ago, but it turns out I’d just built a dam 
around my emotions and Sparrow put a crack in it. Everything comes 
spilling out at once as a wave of hot tears tumble down my cheeks to pool 
on his shirt and skin where I have my face buried in the crook of his neck. 

He makes soothing sounds and strokes his hands over my back and 
along my arms until the unexpected flood dries up and all of my emotions 
have been washed away on the wave of tears. Well, maybe not all of my 
emotions. Something warm and needy remains in my chest as Sparrow uses 
his thumbs to dry my cheeks. 

“Better?” he checks, and I nod. 

“Sorry, I—” 

“Shh.” He hushes me again, and I snap my mouth closed without 
finishing the apology. He runs a hand down my chest until he reaches the 
ruined scrap of silk still wrapped around my soft cock, sticky with my 
drying cum. “Was I your first?” 

A rusty laugh works its way up my dry throat. “I’m not a virgin.” 

His lips twist in a wry, crooked smile. “I don’t care about who you’ve 
stuck your dick in or vice versa, Killer. I want to know if you’ve ever given 
yourself to anyone like that. Have you ever submitted to someone before?” 

I drag my tongue over my parched lips and shake my head. “No.” 

His eyes dance with a wild look that reminds me of the first night he 
walked into Death & Company. The look is full of unpredictable danger and 
something else... something possessive. Is that what my Sparrow wants, to 
possess me? 

He drops the soiled tie and grabs my jaw, his fingers finding the spots 
that are already tender from his rough touch. The kiss he presses to my lips 
this time isn’t soft or sweet. It matches the savage ownership in his eyes, 
leaving me gasping when he pulls away again. 


He keeps one hand on me as he gets to his feet and moves to stand 
behind me, like he wants to reassure me that he’s still here. I don’t know 
how he knows, but it’s exactly what I need. I arch into his touch as he rests 
one hand between my shoulder blades while he uses the other to free my 
hands from my jacket. 

I flex my fingers and stretch out my shoulders, then make a move to get 
to my feet. 

“Stay,” he commands, rooting me in place with a single word. For the 
first time tonight, I’m aware of the throbbing in my knees against the wood 
floor, but Sparrow wants me to stay, so I don’t move a muscle. 

He walks into the kitchenette, and I follow him with my eyes. Even 
doing something as simple as retrieving a water bottle from the refrigerator, 
there’s an air of confidence and purpose that hangs around him and draws 
me to him. He uncaps the bottle as he makes his way back over to me, 
ignoring the way I reach for it and bringing it to my lips instead. I guzzle it 
down eagerly, letting the icy water soothe my throat. 

He finishes off the bottle himself, tossing it lazily towards his garbage 
bin when it’s empty, not bothering to pick it up when it falls short and lands 
on the floor. He turns his attention back to me, studying me silently for a 
few seconds. 

“Do you want to stay or go?” Sparrow asks, and my mind immediately 
spins with the unexpected task of making a decision right now. Maybe I 
should go. I’m already too attached to this near stranger. Some space might 
be the best thing right now, but the thought of climbing into his bed, even 
just for a little while, is painfully tempting. Seeming to sense my dilemma, 
he grins and undoes his jeans again, kicking them off as he climbs into his 
bed. “What are you waiting for? Be a good boy and come here.” 

I scramble to my feet and start to strip out of my clothes. Unlike 
Sparrow, I treat each item carefully, lining my shoes up next to the couch 
and setting my gun and holster on the arm of the sofa. I fold my pants and 
my shirt as I remove each of item, leaving me in nothing but my expensive 
black silk briefs as I join him in his bed. 

His shirt is gone now too, tossed carelessly aside while I undressed. 
He’s lying on his side, facing me with his head propped up on his arm. That 
warm feeling fills my chest again. I’ve fucked plenty of men, but climbing 
into Sparrow’s bed feels more significant than any quick fuck ever has. 

“Last week... Was Velcro your first?” 


He hesitates before nodding. “But I’ve had... training.” 

“Training?” I echo, raising both eyebrows. “Is there a Murder Academy 
I’m unaware of? Some kind of apprenticeship program that pairs aspiring 
killers with seasoned mentors?” 

A grin spreads over his lips. “In a way.” 

I wait for him to elaborate and when he doesn’t, frustration tightens 
inside of me. “So determined to hold your cards close to the vest, aren’t 
you, Little Sparrow? Even after I’ve shown you my hand over and over.” 

Maybe coming here was a mistake after all. He’s told me to stay out of 
his way, and I’ve been determined to bulldoze through his barriers anyway. 
I make a move to get out of bed. I may be slow on the uptake, but taking the 
hint late is better than never, right? 

“Xav.” He grabs my arm and tugs me back. “I paid The Phantom every 
penny I had in my trust fund to train me.” 

“The Phantom?” I repeat his words, settling back into bed and staring at 
him in disbelief. “The Phantom? The Russian hitman with more confirmed 
kills than anyone else alive? The man who allegedly took out the leader of 
the largest crime syndicate in the world while he was in protective 
custody?” 

“That’s the one. Don’t spread that around because he was pretty clear 
that he would kill me without a second thought if other rich brats started 
showing up at his door begging to be turned into murder machines. Those 
were his exact words, actually.” 

“Shit,” I mutter, putting an arm around Sparrow and drawing him close 
with the paranoid need to protect him from unseen dangers. 

He laughs but snuggles closer to me under the covers. “This is fucking 
weird, you get that, right? I don’t know what’s safe to tell anyone else and 
what will make me look weak.” 

The quiver of vulnerability in his voice reminds me of his small stature 
and the fact that without all the bravado and violence, someone might have 
already decided he would be an easy target. I tighten my hold on him again, 
an unintended growl vibrating in my chest. 

“I want to help you with the Sleepless Reapers,” I tell him for the 
second time tonight, this time with the full blessing of my boss. “I can have 
the last three dead before the weekend and their entire club shitting their 
pants as they run for the hills.” 

Sparrow stiffens in my arms. “No.” 


“Sparrow—” 

“No,” he says again. “Do you know what they did to my brother?” He 
sits up, pushing the covers off. I notice the name Benny tattooed across the 
left side of his chest in a scrawl that looks like a signature. Sparrow strokes 
a hand over the tattoo. “Benny was more than my brother, he was my best 
friend. And those pieces of shit got him hooked on their drugs and passed 
him around. They fucked him while he was fucking overdosing, and when 
they realized he was dead, they tossed his body into a ditch like trash.” 

His voice vibrates with barely controlled rage, and when he turns his 
head towards me again, I can see it shining in his eyes. 

“You said I’m too emotional and you’re right. This is as personal as it 
fucking gets, and if I don’t do this myself, Benny won’t ever be able to 
rest.” 

“Sparrow,” I say his name again, not sure what my next words are going 
to be. I can’t relate to his pain, but I understand it. 

“I don’t want to talk about it anymore,” he says, lying back down. 

I nod wordlessly. At least this time he didn’t ask me to agree to stay out 
of things, because I’m even less inclined to agree now than I was earlier. He 
needs to slay this demon so he can rest again, and I have the skills to help 
him do it. Tonight might not be the night to convince him, but I’ve already 
decided he’s not doing this alone. 

The tension in his body relaxes and he closes his eyes. I lie awake, alert, 
counting his steady breaths and watching the flutter of his eyelids when 
dreams pull him under. I stay in his bed, memorizing the feeling of his bare 
skin under my fingertips and the sound of his soft snoring until the sky 
outside starts to lighten with the impending sunrise. 

I slip out of his bed and dress silently. Before I leave, I search his small 
apartment for a piece of paper to write my number on. I don’t find any 
paper, but I do find a black permanent marker. I use the marker to write my 
phone number down on my tie, along the thin strip that isnt crusted with 
my cum. I bunch it up and stuff it into his hand so he won’t miss it when he 
wakes up, then I find the leather jacket he usually wears and slip a small 
tracker into the pocket, hiding it in a tear in the lining, just in case. 

“Sleep well, Little Sparrow. I’ll see you soon,” I whisper into the dark. 


SPARROW 
I sit bolt upright, using my hand to shield my eyes from the late 
morning sun and fighting off the kind of sleepy confusion that will have 


you thinking you missed the school bus even though you’re thirty. 
Something feels off, and it takes me at least a minute to realize that I wasn’t 
alone when I fell asleep, but I am now. 

“Xaviaro?” I call out in a raspy voice. I’m met with silence, and I 
frown, bringing both hands to my face to rub the sleep from my eyes. 
There’s something soft balled up in one of my hands though. 

I blink and unravel it, the fog finally clearing from my mind as the 
details from last night all come rushing back to me. Xaviaro on his knees 
for me. Xaviaro weeping when the sub drop hit him like a ton of bricks. 
Xaviaro in my bed, holding me close, offering to kill for me. 

He would kill for me, but couldn’t be bothered to wake me before 
leaving? I grumble at that, rubbing the silky material between my thumb 
and forefinger. I flip it over and realize there’s something written there in 
black marker. A phone number. Xaviaro’s phone number. 

I reach for my phone and enter the number, saving it under the name 
Good Boy before typing out a message. 

SPARROW: You left without waking me. Do it again and there will be 
consequences. 

I hesitate with my thumb over the Send button. Will there be an ‘again’ 
with Xaviaro? Should there be? The answer to that one is simple. He’s a 
distraction and he’s more than likely to get in my way. This whole thing is 
dangerous enough as it is without letting things get complicated. But... 

A desperate ache pulses inside my chest. What I should do and what I 
want to do are two very different things. I want to track Xaviaro down right 
now and order him to his knees again just for the thrill of it. I want to take 
him apart and then hold him and soothe him again. I want to taste him and 
own him. 

This thing between us is pure gasoline, and all I want to do is light a 
match. 

I hit Send, then toss my phone onto the bed while I shuffle to the 
bathroom to take a piss and crank on the shower. I strip out of my 
underwear and get in without waiting for the water to warm up. I learned 
the first week I moved in here that the water heater is broken, so there’s no 
use waiting. 

I shiver under the stream of cold water, using the unpleasant feeling to 
focus my mind. One Reaper is down, but I’ve got three more to go, and 
now I have the added challenge of staying under Xaviaro’s radar at the 


same time. Or, at the very least, figuring out a way to keep him from 
interfering. 

Step one, I need to do some digging to work out where Pll be able to get 
to my next target without walking right into the lion’s den, a.k.a. the 
clubhouse. Although... maybe there’s something to be said for that angle. 
They feel safe there, which means their guard will be down. I can definitely 
work with that. 

I finish my shower as quickly as I can, drying myself off and slinging 
the damp towel over my shoulder as I stride out of the bathroom to start a 
pot of coffee. As I fill the pot with water from the sink, I notice the peeling 
laminate floor along the cupboards and the mold growing unimpeded along 
the back edges of the counter. I wait to feel a wave of longing for my old 
place—expensive and pristine, the best a trust fund could buy—but the 
feeling doesn’t come. 

Thoughts of that life feel more like something someone else told me 
than memories of my own. When I read my own obituary months ago, 
nothing about it felt like a lie. Seth LeBlanc died the same night his brother, 
Benny, did. I reach up and run my fingers over the sparrow on the side of 
my neck, and a slow grin creeps over my lips. 

Little Sparrow. I hear Xaviaro’s voice purr the affectionate name in my 
ear. Deadly Little Sparrow. The thought fills me with the same confident 
thrill I felt as I plunged my dagger into Velcro’s throat. 

With a huff, I give in to the rising urge to check my phone for a text 
back. I abandon the half-filled coffee pot in the sink and cross the small 
space to pluck my phone off the bed. Sure enough, there’s a message 
waiting for me. 


GOOD BOY: Yes, Sir. 


Of course he uses proper punctuation in a text. My smile widens, a 
heated, charged feeling sparking along my skin as I read the text a few more 
times before dropping my phone again without responding. 

Three more men to deal with, and then I’ll be free. Then... who knows? 
Maybe I’ll have time for distractions. 
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Chapter 8 


XAVIARO 

I SLIDE ON A pair of sunglasses to block the glare of the sun as I slow my 
car to a crawl, ignoring the irritated blaring of a horn behind me before the 
prick speeds around me like he has a death wish. Lucky for him, I have 
better things on my mind than taking time out of my day to teach him some 
fucking manners. Namely, the deceptive dominant man walking on the 
sidewalk a few feet away, making my heart race with memories of the other 
night. 

I roll down my window, keeping pace with him until he finally realizes 
he’s being followed. Sparrow whips his head around, one hand already 
reaching for the dagger I know he keeps tucked under his clothes, his pretty 
mouth twisted into a feral snarl. I ease on the breaks right in the middle of 
the road and flash him a grin. 

“Get in,” I say, hitting the button to unlock the doors. 

His defensive posture melts away and the teeth-baring expression is 
replaced by a flat look. Sparrow crosses his arms and arches an eyebrow at 
me. 

“Get in, please?” I try again, and he unfolds his arms, sauntering into 
the street to lean into the open window. 

“Maybe I have places to be this morning. Did you ever think of that, 
Killer?” His eyes rake over me and the flash of heat that flickers through 
them makes me think he’s picturing me bound and on my knees for him 
again. 


It took me three days to fully get my head back on straight after that 
night. Even now, I’m having a hard time remembering the numb feeling 
that was so familiar before he walked into my life carrying a stick of 
dynamite and a match. 

“Three seconds to get in the car before I make you get in the car. And if 
I have to do that, you’ ll be riding in the trunk instead of the passenger seat,” 
I threaten, pulling back my jacket to flash my gun at him. 

His bored, guarded expression shatters with a grin and a snort of 
laughter as he yanks the door open and slides into the passenger seat. As 
soon as the door is closed behind him, I lay on the gas, peeling out from my 
parked position and speeding up to the next light. The scent of bergamot 
and leather fills my car, and I glance at Sparrow out of the corner of my 
eye. His leather somehow smells distinct from the interior of my BMW. My 
leather smells like it’s fresh from the factory, crisp and clean. His smells 
like it carries memories of everywhere he’s been, with hints of rain on the 
asphalt and stale smoke. 

“To what do I owe this kidnapping?” he asks conversationally, turning 
the dial on my radio to flip through the presets before stopping on one of 
the classic rock stations. 

“It’s not a kidnapping.” In all honesty, I didn’t expect to see Sparrow 
this morning. It’s become a habit to detour down his block on my way to or 
from jobs. But once I saw him, my body decided before my brain caught 
up, and there was no way I was just going to drive right by. “It’s a date.” 

He barks out a laugh, reclining his seat an inch. I ordered him into my 
car and here he is making himself at home without a second thought. Why 
is that so fucking hot? 

“Sure, all dates traditionally start with the threat of being tossed into the 
trunk at gunpoint,” he says in a deadpan tone. 

“Yours don’t?” I tease. 

“First time for everything, I guess,” Sparrow says with another smirk 
that I can see out of the corner of my eye, tempting me to take my eyes off 
the road for just a second to steal another look at him. 

The bodega I was on my way to before I spotted him on the street 
comes into view up ahead, reminding me of what I’m actually supposed to 
be doing this morning. 

“Shit,” I mutter and then sigh under my breath. 

“Didn’t think this all the way through, did you?” he guesses. 


“Tve got a couple of collections I’ve gotta do. I would blow them off, 
but I’ve done that one too many times lately already,” I confess. 

“Collections? Like, breaking kneecaps and waving your gun in people’s 
faces to get them to pay up?” The tremor of curiosity in his voice is 
unmistakable. “Sounds like a pretty unforgettable first date if you ask me.” 

“You want to come with?” I pull into a spot in front of the bodega and 
park. 

“Hey, it’s your kidnapping,” he says with a shrug, reaching for the 
handle on his door. He pushes it open but pauses before getting out to look 
over his shoulder at me with a wicked grin. “Don’t get it twisted though. If 
anyone is going to be tied up and gagged by the end of this date, it’s going 
to be you.” 

Heat flushes over my skin and settles between my legs, tightening 
around my cock. I manage to bite back the whimper that forms on the tip of 
my tongue, but just barely. If I ask very nicely, will Sparrow tie me to his 
bed and keep me? 

“You’d better hurry before I make a run for it,” he taunts when I don’t 
immediately follow him out of the car. 

I manage to get my limbs to work again, and pull myself together 
enough to step out onto the shoulder of the busy street. I shrug my jacket 
into place, buttoning it and smoothing my hands over the soft, unwrinkled 
material. So far, Sparrow has only seen me after work hours. He’s seen me 
in dark bars and filthy alleys. He’s seen me undone in private. What will he 
think of the unflinching omen of death the rest of the city sees me as? 

I stride around the car, bypassing the parking meter without stopping. 
When I reach the door to the shop, I pull it open and wave Sparrow in ahead 
of me. My eyes fall to his pert ass and my cock gives another eager throb. 
Hopefully the threat to tie me up later was more of a promise than a tease. 

“The shop owner behind on his payments?” Sparrow guesses. “Are you 
gonna pull out your brass knuckles and rough him up a bit?” 

“I would never rough Vinny up. He makes the best egg sandwiches in 
the city.” 

“Damn straight, I do,” Vinny agrees from behind the towering wall of 
products he keeps stacked on the counter to encourage impulse buying. 

“Morning, Vin.” I greet him with a brief flicker of a smile. “Three to go 
and coffee too.” 


“Coming right up,” he says, and seconds later, the sizzling sound of the 
grill fills the cluttered shop. 

“Breakfast sandwiches?” Sparrow questions. “I thought we were 
breaking kneecaps.” 

“Never break kneecaps on an empty stomach,” I advise. 

While we wait for our food, he wanders around the shop, touching 
random items and whistling along with the music playing over the speakers 
mounted to the ceiling. I track him with my eyes, adding up the things I 
already know about him from watching him for weeks. It’s not much. I 
know he takes his coffee black and he never passes a dog on the street 
without stopping to pet it. I know that he has exactly two pairs of jeans, 
both of them worn and holey. And I know that if I thought I still had a soul, 
he would have claimed it as his own when he slammed me up against that 
door in the alley and put his hand around my throat. 

I swallow at the ghost of a feeling wrapping itself around my neck and 
quickening my pulse. 

It’s a paltry list full of holes that only make me more curious about him. 

“Where did you grow up?” I ask, and he stops his meandering to turn 
towards me with his head cocked to one side. 

“That the most interesting thing you want to know about me?” 

“I want to know everything about you,” I answer without hesitation. “I 
figured that was a good place to start.” 

“Connecticut,” he says, grabbing a package of spearmint gum and 
tossing it onto the counter next to the cash register. “Just the one brother, 
and parents so WASP-y they could be on the home page of the Connecticut 
tourism website. No pets because my mom didn’t like mess.” 

I listen as he rattles off facts about himself like he’s reciting someone 
else’s biography that he had to memorize for a class project. 

“But you like dogs,” I say, thinking about the way he always lights up 
when he stoops to pet one. 

“Better than most people,” he agrees with a one shoulder shrug. “What 
about you?” 

“Grew up right here,” I answer. “Second generation Italian with a big 
Catholic family. Seven sisters and twenty... three nieces and nephews at my 
last count. They all got the hell out of Wildcliff as soon as they could.” 

I didn’t notice Sparrow moving closer, but I’m suddenly very aware of 
his body nearly pressed up against mine and his attention on me like I’m 


telling him the secrets of the universe instead of just rambling about my 
family history. 

“You miss them?” he says, and I nod. 

“Sometimes. I have family here though.” 

“Family,” he says in a bad Godfather impression. 

I chuckle and then look up to see Vinny standing behind the counter 
again with three sandwiches wrapped in aluminum foil and a curious look 
on his face. I clear my throat and pull my usual stoic expression back into 
place. 

“Thanks,” I say, reaching into my pocket to pull out cash to pay for the 
food, coffee, and Sparrow’s gum. 

He waves off the money and then stuffs one of the sandwiches into a 
bag for me and the spare coffee into a cardboard carrier so I won’t have to 
juggle things. “On the house. I owe you a lot more than a few sandwiches 
for what you did for my family last month.” 

“Don’t mention it. See you around, Vin.” We grab our stuff and Sparrow 
follows me back out onto the street. He heads for the car when we step 
outside, but I shake my head and jerk my chin down the street. “We’re not 
going far.” 

He doesn’t ask questions, just unwraps his sandwich and bites into it as 
we walk. He groans around a full mouth. 

“Oh my god, this is amazing. I can see why Vinny is under your 
protection.” He devours his food in a few greedy bites then stuffs the 
wrapper into the pocket of his leather jacket before taking a sip of his 
coffee. “So, what did you do for him?” 

I chew a bite of my own sandwich and glance over at him. I’ve never 
really dated. Scratch that, I’ve never dated, full stop. I’ve had a couple of 
repeat casual hook-ups, but that’s as deep as it’s ever gotten. You’d have to 
have your head in the sand in this city not to know who I am and what I do, 
but none of them ever had the balls to bring it up. Maybe they knew they 
couldn’t stomach the details. But Sparrow wants to know. He already 
knows, and for some reason, he’s not afraid of me. He’s not afraid of what I 
do to people. 

“His daughter’s boyfriend was putting his hands on her,” I answer, 
tossing my empty wrapper into the next dumpster we pass. “She tried to 
leave and he put her in the hospital. Vinny asked for a favor, so I paid the 
guy a visit and made sure he wouldn’t hurt anyone else.” 


“You killed him?” he asks, his voice dipping low. 

I turn my head to study his expression, looking for any sign that this is 
more than he can handle. It’s one thing to get blood on your hands seeking 
revenge for someone you love. But cold-blooded murder for money and 
order is a whole different beast. Does he think I’m a monster? 

He sips his coffee, meeting my eyes as he waits for my answer. I don’t 
see a flicker of reservation or fear, but there’s only one way Pll know for 
sure. 

“Yes, but I gave him a taste of what it feels like to be helpless first. I 
beat him as badly as he beat her, until he was a bloodied, whimpering mess. 
Then I put a bullet through his temple.” I don’t feel a damn thing as I 
recount what I did to him. There wasn’t any thrill in it, but there isn’t any 
regret or shame either. I suppose there is a certain amount of pride in 
knowing he won’t be putting bruises and burns on anyone else’s daughter. 

Sparrow shivers and moves closer to me, his expression that same 
dangerously cold one he wore when he walked into Death & Company. 

“Good,” he murmurs. 

My heart stumbles over its next beat. I stop in my tracks and he takes 
another couple of steps before realizing I’m not next to him anymore. He 
turns towards me and I tighten my grip around my coffee cup and the bag I 
have clutched in the other hand. He seems to have an uncanny ability to 
read my mind, because it only takes half a second before he closes the space 
between us and grabs my tie, slamming his mouth into mine in a biting kiss. 

I chase his tongue with mine, forgetting for a minute that we’re standing 
on a crowded street and Lorenzo may very well still have someone 
following me. A kiss like this is worth any trouble it might cause. I gasp at 
the sharp sting of his teeth against my bottom lip before he pulls away, 
leaving me aching. 

“Who’s the other sandwich for?” he asks, jarring me back into reality. 

“Her.” I point at the woman sitting on the stoop a few buildings down. 
We start walking again, slowing when we reach her. 

She looks about the same as last time, her clothes two sizes too big and 
unwashed. There’s a fresh bruise around her left eye that she isn’t even 
bothering to try to cover. She gives me a weak smile, her gaze flickering to 
the bag and the extra coffee. 

“You gonna kill him if he doesn’t pay up today?” she asks just as 
casually as she’s asked every time I’ve stopped by over the last few months. 


“Maybe,” I answer unemotionally. Strictly speaking, dead people don’t 
tend to pay their debts. But at a certain point, some people are worth a hell 
of a lot more dead than alive. “You finally take out life insurance on the 
bastard like I told you to?” 

She hesitates, then nods. “Not much, but it’s something.” 

“Good.” I hand over the coffee and the sandwich, then set my own 
mostly full cup on the crumbling cement stoop next to her before turning 
back towards Sparrow. “You sure you want to come in? You could stay out 
here and keep Loretta company.” 

He squares his shoulders, tilts his head back, and chugs down the 
remainder of his coffee, placing the empty cup next to mine when he’s 
done. 

“Let’s do this.” 


SPARROW 

An icy kind of calm descends over Xaviaro on our way up the creaky 
steps to the second-floor apartment. I’m not sure how I notice the shift, but 
one minute he’s the Patron Saint of Battered Women and the next he’s the 
fucking grim reaper, here to collect. He stops in front of the third apartment 
door on the left and cracks his neck one way, then the other. 

The sounds of the city outside seem to fade and everything feels 
dangerously still, like the calm before a storm. My insides sizzle and pulse, 
adrenaline pumping through me like a drug. 

He raises his hand to knock, three sharp raps of his knuckles that sound 
like gunshots in the eerie silence. A year ago I might have flinched, but I’m 
not that man anymore. My breathing is just as even as Xaviaro’s, neither of 
us moving a muscle as footsteps approach hesitantly on the other side of the 
door. 

There’s a muttered curse and a slow smile spreads over his lips. It’s not 
like any of the smiles I’ve seen him wear before. It’s not playful or dirty or 
cocky. It’s the kind of smile that must haunt the nightmares of the people 
who cross the Morettis. 

“Open up, Reggie.” His voice is just as dangerously controlled as the 
rest of his demeanor, and fuck me, I’ve never been hornier in my entire life. 

“I don’t got your money,” the same muffled voice answers from behind 
the closed door. 

“You know that’s not what I want to hear, Reg. My boss is not a patient 
man and neither am I. In fact, I get a little less patient every second you 


don’t open the fucking door.” 

A door behind us opens and a neighbor pokes their head out. Her eyes 
go wide as soon as she sees Xaviaro, and she ducks back inside 
immediately. The sound of her deadbolt being thrown echoes in the 
hallway. 

“You’ve got until the count of three,” Xaviaro warns. “One,” he says, 
the number carrying a startling amount of weight as it falls crisply from his 
tongue. What exactly he’ll do at the count of three, I have no clue, and I 
doubt Reggie does either. But before he can even get to two, the door is 
flung open and the man on the other side puts his hands up in front of his 
face, his eyes screwed shut like he’s bracing for instant death. “Good 
choice.” 

Xaviaro steps inside, grabbing Reggie by the front of his shirt and 
walking him backward while I close the door behind us. I glance around, 
wrinkling my nose at the apartment that makes my current place look like 
the Palace of Versailles. A rat scurries over Xaviaro’s shoes, but he hardly 
seems to notice as he releases Reggie but continues to tower over him, 
backing him up against the wall. 

“I’ve been trying to get the money together, I swear,” he says. 

My eyes land on a pile of used needles on the nearby table and a couple 
of guns. Xaviaro notices them too, chuckling darkly. 

“Funny how you always manage to find money to fund your habits, but 
never to pay your debts or feed your wife.” 

“What’s that bitch got to do with anything? It’s her fault I don’t have the 
money. No one wants to pay for a bruised whore,” he scoffs, as if he’s not 
the one who bruised her in the first place. 

Xaviaro growls, the sound vibrating through my bones and settling in 
my gut with a pulsing heat. 

“Keep talking,” he challenges, pulling out his gun. 

Reggie’s eyes dart to his own weapons and I can see the calculation in 
his eyes as he tries to figure out if he’ll get there in time. I take a step closer 
to the table, blocking his path and drawing his attention to me for the first 
time. 

“Who the fuck is he? You get a fucking intern? Or is it ‘bring your kid 
to work’ day?” he cackles at his own joke. 

“He’s my date. Blood and gore makes him horny.” I know Xaviaro is 
just toying with the guy, but honestly, he’s not wrong. Maybe not the blood 


and gore part—I think I’d mark myself down as indifferent at this point. But 
watching the same man who whimpered on his knees for me a few nights 
ago go all heartless hitman is a fetish I didn’t know I had until this moment. 

“You’re a fucking fa—” He doesn’t even get the word out before 
Xaviaro pulls the trigger, the gunshot ringing loudly through the apartment 
along with the distinct smell of gun smoke and blood. Reggie slumps to the 
floor with his mouth and his eyes wide open, and his blood painted along 
the wall. 

Xaviaro tucks his gun away and runs his hands through his hair. 

“T fucking hate that word,” he says through clenched teeth. 

Everything happened so fast, it takes me several long seconds to catch 
up. But once I do, my heart slams wildly against my ribcage and my hands 
tremble with adrenaline. I close the space between us in three quick strides, 
stepping over Reggie’s splayed legs to launch myself into Xaviaro’s arms. 

He catches me with a muffled oomph against my lips as I wrap my legs 
around him, tangle my fingers in his perfectly neat hair, and lick my way 
into his mouth. His hands find their way to my ass, holding me up with ease 
as he opens pliantly for me, just like he did the other night, offering me 
anything I want to take from him, and I fucking want it all. 

I grind my throbbing erection against his stomach and he moans into my 
mouth, kneading my ass cheeks and panting around my tongue. 

“T should call for cleanup,” he says between kisses, and I groan. 

“My god, you have an obsession with disposing of dead bodies,” I 
grumble, unwrapping my legs from around him and getting my feet back 
under me. 

He laughs and drags two fingers over his lips, not like he’s wiping the 
kiss away, but as if he’s trying to rub it in, to keep it tattooed on his skin. 

“We can’t all leave our kills lying around the city wherever we please,” 
he counters. 

“Alright, what do we need to do? Roll this guy up in a carpet and take 
him to the landfill?’ I guess. 

“You’ve seen too many movies, Little Sparrow. I’m going to call in a 
couple of the foot soldiers to deal with it. We’ve got a few other stops to 
make still.” 

My eyebrows shoot up. “Yeah? Kidnapping, murder... This is already 
the best first date I’ve ever been on. If you let me wield the pipe to break 
the next guy’s kneecaps, it would definitely put this thing over the top.” 


“We’ll see,” he says, but I can already tell he’s ready to cave on the 
issue if I decide to push it. 
“Alright then, lead the way.” 
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Chapter 9 


SPARROW 
XAVIARO’S HAND RESTS POLITELY on my lower back, reminiscent of 
a hundred dates that came before leading me out to their luxury cars to paw 
at me after a boring, overpriced dinner. Except, instead of an hour spent on 
mind-numbing small talk, picking at tiny portions of overpriced food, we 
spent the day intimidating lowlifes and cleaning up the city like fucking 
Batman. 

My blood is burning hot in my veins and my cock has been half hard 
since I threw myself into Xaviaro’s arms this morning, feet away from a 
dead body. Somehow, this day has felt like a surreal dream and reality in 
full HD at the same time. And I’m nowhere near ready for it to end. 

We reach his car, parked exactly where we left it eight hours earlier 
without a single parking ticket on the windshield, despite the unpaid meter. 
He opens the passenger side door for me, but instead of climbing in, I turn 
to face him. 

“I want to drive.” 

He looks down at my outstretched hand like he’s expecting there to be 
the punchline to a joke scrawled across my open palm. 

“You might have noticed, I like to keep my things... nice.” He puts his 
hands into his pockets, jingling his keys without pulling them out. 

“You assume I’m a bad driver?” I step closer, my hand still open 
between us, creating a small amount of distance between our bodies. 


“I assume that your captivating temper and adrenaline seeking aren’t 
limited to inflicting physical harm on scumbags,” he says diplomatically, 
and I smirk. 

“Xaviaro,” I purr his name, dropping my voice a little lower into an 
unmistakably commanding register. Watching his eyelids droop instantly 
sends a heady thrill through me. This man’s submission makes murder feel 
about as exciting as filing my taxes. It’s intoxicating and addictive. If I 
could bottle the feeling to inject straight into my veins, I would do it in a 
heartbeat. Or maybe I wouldn’t. After all, half the fun is in earning it over 
and over. “Give me the keys and get in the car.” 

His keys jangle again in his pocket. I assume he’s tightening his hold 
around them as my command washes over him, making his heart beat faster 
and his cock swell. He lets out a shaky breath and finally extends the keys 
to me, dropping them into my palm. 

“One scratch on her and PIL...” 

My grin widens as I close my fingers around the keys and lean into him, 
tilting my head up and rubbing my nose teasingly along his chin. 

“You'll what?” I challenge. 

He huffs out a laugh. “Bitch about it and then take her to a body shop.” 

I extend my tongue and run it along the coarse stubble on his jaw. 
“Good boy,” I murmur, and his lips part on a nearly silent moan. “Get in,” I 
say again, and he finally folds himself into the passenger seat without 
further argument. 

I close the door behind him and swing the keys around my index finger 
as I round the front of the car to climb in on the other side. I shrug out of 
my jacket and toss it carelessly into the back seat, then spend a minute 
fiddling with all the settings to get the seat position and everything else just 
the way I like it. As soon as I pull out of the spot, Xaviaro grabs the door 
like he’s expecting me to start whipping donuts in the middle of the busy 
city street. 

“You trust me to put my hands around your throat, to tie you up and 
fuck your mouth, even to touch your gun when we had barely spoken two 
words to each other. But you don’t trust me with your car?” Humor dances 
in my voice at the strange contradiction. 

“The thought of you wrecking my car doesn’t get my dick hard,” he 
explains. 


I hum thoughtfully, weaving carefully through traffic towards the exit 
that will lead us out of the city proper. “Take your dick out.” 

He makes a surprised noise in his throat, dragging his hand over the soft 
bulge between his legs. I take one hand off the wheel to swat his hand away. 

“Take your dick out,” I say again, more firmly this time. “I want to see 
what else makes you hard.” 

“Yes, Sir,’ he murmurs, making my cock stiffen and swell against my 
thigh. 

The metallic clang of his belt buckle as he undoes it has me gripping the 
steering wheel tighter. I take the exit and sneak a quick glance over at 
Xaviaro. It’s getting dark outside, but there’s still plenty of light to enjoy the 
show as he lifts his hips to push his pants and underwear down several 
inches, his dark pubic hair exposed first, then the thick root of his mostly 
flaccid cock. Even without an erection, his cock looks weighty and 
mouthwatering. 

I return my eyes to the road, the light outside fading rapidly as the sun 
continues to set and we leave the city in the rearview. 

“Hands behind your head,” I say. He obeys immediately, his breath 
catching at the simple demand and his cock already starting to plump. I lick 
my lips, splitting my attention now between the more sparsely populated 
road and the temptation of Xaviaro’s nakedness. “Let’s see...” I coo. “We 
already know you like praise as much as you like my hands around your 
throat,” I muse, and he groans softly in agreement. I work to mentally size 
him up, trying to drill down to what it is Xaviaro really wants. What will 
make him shake and scream? What will leave his head spinning and his 
balls so drained that he’s unable to come again for the rest of his life 
without thinking of me? 

I make another turn, taking us away from the rows of single-story 
houses lining either side of the road and up towards the private, wooded 
sanctuary that overlooks Wildcliff. Xaviaro holds perfectly still save for the 
involuntary tremor in his thighs, the only thing giving away his internal 
struggle to be good for me. 

“You’re a pleaser, aren’t you, Xav?” I guess. “Not just in bed, in life. 
You’ll do anything for the people you care about. Even kill for them.” It’s 
not exactly a revelation, but it’s pieces of a puzzle slotting into place. “And 
you’|l do anything to please me too, won’t you?” A glance at his expanding 
cock tells me I’m on the right track. “You’ll suck me and fuck me any way I 


want you to. Yov’ll let me spank your ass red and then fuck you too.” None 
of it is a question, I already know that he would give me any of those things 
happily. “You kill men without blinking, but you would crawl over glass if I 
asked you to, wouldn’t you?” 

He whimpers and nods, his cock jerking and growing another half inch. 
“Yes, Sir.” 

My own arousal is pulsing in my gut and between my legs like the throb 
of bass rattling through me. I slow the car to a stop near the edge of the 
cliff, the city skyline towering in the distance. 

I unbuckle and turn in my seat, reaching over to loosen his tie and undo 
his buttons one by one. As I work my way down, his cock continues to 
stiffen until it rises and points towards his belly, a bead of precum glistening 
on his slit. 

“Those are things you want for other people though,” I say softly, 
letting his shirt fall open to display the subtle muscles and dark hair on his 
chest and stomach. “What do you want, Xaviaro? What do you lie awake at 
night and dream about? What are the fantasies that fill your mind when you 
slip a hand beneath your million-thread-count sheets and wrap it around 
your aching cock?” 

He swallows, his throat bobbing with the motion. I lean over and drag 
my tongue along his pulse point, savoring the salty flavor of his skin and 
the hints of the woodsy bodywash that has been embedded in my sheets 
since the other night. Or maybe it’s just imprinted on my brain. 

“T want...” He swallows again and I put a hand on his chest, feeling the 
thundering beat of his heart and the uneven rise and fall of his breaths. 

“Tell me.” 

“T want to wear a collar of your bruises, Little Sparrow. I want marks on 
my wrists and tenderness all over my skin to remind me of the places 
you’ve touched me. I want to be owned and used. I want to be a vessel for 
someone’s pleasure instead of everyone’s pain, just for a little while.” He 
closes his eyes, but as soon as I grab his jaw, they pop open again, shining 
with a neediness that burrows inside me and awakens that same protective 
feeling as the last time. “I want you to see all the ugly parts of me and 
accept me for them. But mostly, I just want to let go and trust that 
everything will be okay.” 

I climb over the center console and straddle his lap, the heat of his hard 
cock pressing against mine through my jeans. With one hand loosely around 


his throat, I bring my lips within an inch of his, tasting the sweetness of his 
breath as he exhales. 

“You’re a sweet little murder marshmallow, aren’t you?” I tease gently, 
and he lets out a sound that’s somewhere between a laugh and a choked sob. 
“Don’t worry, I’ve got you.” 

“Yes, Sir,” he says again, and the certainty in his voice fortifies me. 

I’m ten kinds of fucked in the head and there are a million ways this 
whole thing could blow up in my face, but whatever happens, there’s one 
thing I know for sure—I will fucking kill anyone who tries to come 
between me and this man. 

I nuzzle my nose against his, a smile creeping over my lips as a filthy 
idea forms in my mind. 

“Have you ever wanted to be hunted? Adrenaline coursing through your 
veins while you run for your life, not knowing what might happen if you’re 
caught?” I roll my hips, grinding my cock against his again, feeling the way 
it jerks and twitches as a deep, desperate moan rumbles in his chest. I bring 
my lips to his ear, nipping roughly at his lobe. “Pl give you a three-minute 
head start. You’d better run.” 


XAVIARO 

My pulse is a deafening drumbeat in my ears, finding harmony with the 
rhythm of my footfalls against the soft grass. If I had even an ounce of 
blood in my brain for rational thought, I might be worried about grass stains 
on my shoes. Hell, I might have taken the time to zip up my pants before 
darting blindly into the dark, unfamiliar trees. I tucked my cock back inside 
my underwear at least. That has to count for something when I’m this 
fucking gone on lust, adrenaline, and the dizzying thrill of submitting to 
Sparrow. 

I would happily let him strip me bare and do any damn thing he pleases 
with my body, but the dangerous glint in his eyes paired with the eerie quiet 
of the woods has managed to convince some primal part of my brain that 
being caught by him would be very bad. 

A tremor runs through me at the sound of footsteps stalking closer in the 
darkness. My breath quickens and my body throbs with excited awareness 
from my toes all the way to my cock. Another slick of precum soaks into 
the expensive, silky fabric of my boxer briefs. I spin on my heel, prepared 
to make another run for it, but in the blink of an eye, Sparrow is there with 
that same menacing smirk that set my heart racing in the first place. 


“Got you,” he taunts, a bungee cord he must have gotten out of my 
trunk dangling from one finger as he advances on me with the slow, 
slinking gait of a jungle cat. 

I take a step back, the animal instinct in my brain urging me to either 
flee or fight as more adrenaline is pumped to all of my limbs. On instinct, 
my hand twitches for my holstered gun, but Sparrow’s smile only widens. 
He reaches back with his free hand and pulls my revolver out. 

“Looking for this?” He cocks his head and holds the barrel up to his 
lips, pressing a kiss to the metal, his eyes glued to mine. “I’ve always heard 
that men get big guns to compensate for a small cock. I guess the opposite 
is true too.” he muses, eyeing the thick, aching bulge in my slipping pants. 

“When did you...?” 

He makes a tsk sound with his tongue on his teeth, dropping my gun to 
the ground with a soft thud and taking another step forward. “Tell you 
what,” he bargains, ignoring my question about when he managed to get his 
sticky fingers on my gun without my noticing. “Fight me off and you can 
do anything you want to me. But if I win, you’re all mine.” 

Another pulse of heat ricochets through me. I flash a threatening, toothy 
grin right back at him. “You think that just because you took my gun, I’m 
helpless against you?” 

He shrugs. “Let’s find out.” 

Excitement buzzes over my skin and I launch myself at him without so 
much as a twitch beforehand to telegraph my move. But he’s expecting it, 
and he’s fast. He dodges me and dances out of my grasp, and for a second I 
think he’s going to turn the tables and I’m going to end up being the one 
chasing him through the woods. Instead, he feints one way, catching me off 
step before grabbing me by the arm. 

He has the bungee cord around my wrist, and my arm wrenched behind 
my back before I even have time to make another lunge for him. I grunt as 
he uses the leverage to bring me to my knees. 

“Fuck,” I pant, torn between keeping the game going and begging him 
to suck me, fuck me, use me, do whatever the fuck he wants with me as 
long as it ends with his cum all over me and his marks tattooed onto my 
flesh. 

“I win,” he crows, grabbing my other arm roughly and tugging it behind 
my back while he ghosts his lips over the back of my neck. The light touch 
of his mouth raises goose bumps over my skin, the hair standing on end and 


my nerve endings tingling for something more. Something more grounding. 
It’s as if he can read my mind, trading the barely there kiss for the sharp 
sting of his teeth. 

I hiss and my balls tighten, my body tingling and aching with need from 
my nipples to my cock. With my hands secured behind my back again, he 
circles me, towering over me with a frightening amount of power. Not 
because he has me out here in the woods, tied up, and unarmed. The power 
he has over me runs so much deeper than that. He was right earlier—there’s 
no limit to what I would do to please him. He has the power to destroy me. 
But I don’t think he will. 

The same sense of calm that washed over me last time he had me on my 
knees like this rises up inside of me again. Sparrow cups my jaw and bends 
down so we’re face to face, bringing his lips to mine in a kiss that’s 
somehow violent and tender at the same time, and I go slack for him, 
following his lead, offering him all of me without needing to utter a single 
word. 

His moan vibrates inside my mouth as he kisses me deeper, tangling his 
tongue with mine as he eases down onto his knees too, carding his fingers 
through my hair and devouring my lips like both our lives depend on it. My 
lungs burn and my muscles quake with the suppressed urge to thrust against 
him, to climb on top of him and rut until we’re both sweaty and spent like 
two animals in heat. 

But I hold myself still, letting go of the daily weight of always needing 
to know what comes next. Sparrow can jerk us both off or he can get up and 
leave me bound and alone miles from home, and I’m not worried about 
which one it will be. The mental release of handing that power over to him 
is a physical relief too. I sink deeper into him, focusing only on what I can 
feel. The moisture of the earth beneath my knees making my pants damp, 
the refreshing breeze rippling against the bare, overheated skin of my chest, 
the chafing of the bungee cord around my wrists, and the high of his hands 
and mouth on me. 

He sucks and licks my lips, tugging my hair with one hand while the 
other explores underneath my open shirt. My tie is still around my throat, 
loose but silky soft in contrast to the sharp bites Sparrow starts to trail from 
my jaw to my collarbone and back again, drawing strangled gasps from me 
with each one. 


He grabs my tie and tightens it until the knot is snug but not restrictive. 
The teasing suggestion that it’s even up to him when and how deeply I drag 
in my breaths is enough to set my insides on fire, whimpers and pleas 
trapped on my tongue. But why would I beg when I already know that 
every cell in my body belongs to him in this moment? My pleasure belongs 
to him, it’s his to give or to keep for as long as he wants. 

The release of another weight I’ve been holding shudders through my 
body. My cock throbs so hard, a hot, sticky burst soaking my briefs, that 
I’m not sure if I came without meaning to. A moan rattles in my throat and 
another tremor racks my body. 

“Jesus, Xav,” Sparrow murmurs with something jarringly close to 
reverence in his voice. “You’re so fucking perfect.” 

He winds my tie around his fist and pushes me onto my back. I topple 
easily, unbothered by the discomfort in my shoulders with my arms locked 
behind me in this position. He tugs my pants and underwear down around 
my thighs and my cock slaps against my belly, hot and hard. Either I didn’t 
come or even my erection is completely under his control right now, willing 
to stay hard until he’s had his fill. 

The smell of grass and dirt surrounds me, tapping into that primal part 
of my brain again. But as soon as Sparrow climbs on top of me, his familiar 
scent drowns out everything else. His bare cock drags against mine and the 
feeling of his smooth, hot skin has my eyes rolling back and my toes curling 
inside my shoes. 

The parts of my brain that were holding me still at his command are 
short circuited by the weight of him on top of me and the dizzying feeling 
of his erection against mine. I writhe and whimper helplessly, bucking to 
meet his thrusts with wild abandon. Sparrow digs one hand into the soft 
ground beside my head, panting against my lips as he humps me with the 
same desperation that’s unraveling me from the inside out. His other hand 
stays wrapped around my tie, twisting it little by little, tightening it around 
my throat the same way pleasure is spiraling tighter in the pit of my 
stomach, clenching around my balls like a vice grip. 

I gasp as the silk constricts around my windpipe, each breath a little 
harder to drag in. 

“You’re so perfect,” Sparrow praises me again in between tongue-heavy 
kisses. “So beautiful, so strong, so fucking good for me.” Each one of his 
purred words vibrates inside of me. “You’re mine, Xaviaro,” he growls, and 


stars dance behind my eyelids. He snaps his hips faster, rutting against me 
harder and more desperately. “And if anyone else ever touches you again, 
Pll break their fingers one by one. Mine.” 

That final rasped word is more than I can take. My lips part on a silent 
shout, not enough air in my lungs to actually make a sound as my body 
convulses and the heat inside of me explodes. I can’t breathe, I can’t think, I 
can’t do anything but look up in awe at Sparrow as the realization punches 
through me that I absolutely would kill and die for him. Every pulse of my 
orgasm is so intense it feels like it might actually kill me as I paint his cock 
with my release. 

Sparrow isn’t far behind me, tugging my tie loose so I can suck in a 
gasping breath and then burying his face in the crook of my neck before he 
starts to tremble and moan through his own pleasure. Our cum mixes, 
soaking our skin and the clothing we never bothered to remove, both of us 
breathing heavily long after we’re drained and exhausted. 

He sags against me eventually, his hips still twitching every so often 
with the aftershocks of his orgasm, while I sink into the soft, hazy place 
only Sparrow seems to be able to take me to. 

I’m not sure how long we lie in the middle of the small forest with his 
negligible weight pinning me to the ground, letting our breathing slow and 
the night air cool the sweat on our skin while he presses his lips softly to the 
tender skin around my throat. All I know is that eventually my senses and 
my thoughts start to return, and it’s much less jarring than it was last time. 

“You okay?” he checks, easing himself off me and helping me sit up. 

I nod, unable to find my voice just yet as I continue to muddle through 
the relaxed, fuzzy feeling clinging around the edges of my mind. He unties 
my hands and steadies me as I get to my feet. He picks up my gun and tucks 
it back into its holster for me before leading me through the trees. 

It felt like I ran a mile through the woods, but I must have been going in 
circles because the walk back to my car is a short one. I didn’t take the time 
to appreciate the view earlier, so I take it in now. Sparrow must have the 
same thought because instead of ushering me into the car, he nudges me to 
sit down on the hood. 

Even the ability to protest the treatment of my pristine girl is absent for 
the time being, so I sit down and lean into him, taking a deep breath to fill 
my lungs with crisp air that doesn’t smell like exhaust fumes and garbage. 


“This is my favorite place in Wildcliff,’ Sparrow confesses. “Have you 
ever been up here?” 

I shake my head. I’ve lived here my whole life, but I didn’t even know 
this existed. 

“How’d you get up here without a car?” I find my voice to ask. 

He chuckles. “Borrowed a neighbor’s.” 

The way he says it, it’s obvious it wasn’t something the neighbor had 
any knowledge of. For some reason, that just makes me like Sparrow even 
more. He’s a spitfire. He’s unpredictable and exciting. He’s chaos to my 
order, and maybe I should be worried about how much I already need him, 
but it’s too late. He’s in my veins and under my skin, and no matter what 
happens next, I’m already his. 
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Chapter 10 


XAVIARO 

IT’S BEEN TWO DAYS since Sparrow chased me through the woods and 
made me see a god I don’t even believe in. Two days and my protective 
blanket of numbness still hasn’t returned. My skin tingles with too much 
awareness, sensitive to the soft slide of the silky, expensive material of my 
suit against it. The click of my shoes against the pavement echoes loudly in 
my ears as I make my way down the street towards the last abandoned 
building on the block. Well... condemned, not actually abandoned. 

The smell of piss and garbage is heavy in the air, making me wrinkle 
my nose as I stop in front of the house, pulling out my phone to double 
check that I’ve got the right place. Not that it’s any guarantee that this guy 
hasn’t found a new place to shoot the mob’s money into his veins by now, 
but it’s a place to start, anyway. Should be an easy job. This is only his first 
warning, which means the worst I should have to do is break a finger or 
two. 

I put my phone back into my pocket and reach inside my jacket to touch 
the smooth handle of my gun. I don’t expect I’ll have to put a bullet in this 
guy’s head, but the first rule of being a Mafia hitman is the same as the first 
tenet of the Boy Scouts. Always be prepared. 

The cuff of my shirt tugs at the chafed, bruised skin where the bungee 
cord dug in and left its mark the other night. I ghost my fingers over the 
tender spot, dragging in a shuddering breath as heat climbs up my spine and 
wraps itself around my cock. It’s not the only souvenir Sparrow left me 


with, either. My throat didn’t bruise visibly, but every time I swallow, I can 
still feel the way he tightened my tie until it cut off my breath. 

I close my eyes for a moment, gathering myself before taking the 
cracked, crumbling steps one at a time up to the door of the house. I don’t 
bother to knock on the door. There’s no handle or lock, just a hole where 
both used to be. The door is held closed by something on the other side, but 
whatever it is, it’s not heavy enough to hold up to the small amount of 
pressure I apply with my shoulder. The door swings open and the broken 
chair that was holding it closed scrapes against the floor as I push it out of 
the way. 

My thoughts dance between work and Sparrow as I move through the 
reeking, dilapidated house. There are empty liquor bottles and used needles 
littering the floor, a few bare, stained mattresses pushed up against one wall 
or another, and absolutely no sign of anyone currently in the house. Maybe 
Paul Spanner decided to relocate after all. Not that it will help. He borrowed 
half a million dollars from the Morettis, then proceeded to gamble half of it 
away and shoot up the rest. I don’t give a fuck what he blew the money on, 
all I care about is that it’s my job to get it back, along with the interest rate 
he agreed to. Everything else is between him and whatever god he believes 
in. But for that amount of cash, a change of address isn’t going to get me off 
his ass. 

My phone vibrates in my pocket and a grin jumps immediately to my 
lips. I reach for it without thinking beyond the oversimplified thought that it 
might be Sparrow. Sure enough, it’s his name that lights up my screen when 
I pull it out of my pocket. I accept the call and bring the phone to my ear. 

“Hello, Little Sparrow.” 

“Hey, Killer,” he says on the other end, his voice making my heart go 
wild against my ribcage. “I just wanted to see... um, are you thinking of 
coming by tonight?” He sounds nervous, which unsettles me immediately, 
raising the hairs on the back of my neck. 

“Is everything okay?” 

A warm, throaty chuckle vibrates in my ear. “Everything’s fine. I was 
just—” 

The distinct click of a gun being cocked behind me has the rest of 
Sparrow’s words fading in my ear. Everything warm inside me turns ice 
cold and my pulse slows to a crawl. I was wrong. Paul Spanner is here, I 
was just too distracted to do a proper search. 


“Let me call you back,” I say coolly, ending the call and letting go of 
my phone. 

It falls through the air towards the littered floor. My movements are 
fluid and quick, muscle memory and survival instinct removing every ounce 
of hesitation. I spin to face the gunman, catching him by the wrist before he 
even realizes I’ve moved. The satisfying snap of his bone reverberates in 
my ears at the same moment that both my phone and his gun clatter to the 
floor. 

So much for only needing to break a few fingers. Pull a gun on a 
mobster and you’ve signed your own death warrant. Sorry, Paul. Better luck 
in the next life. 

Between one breath and the next, I have my own gun out and pressed 
between his eyes. He doesn’t have time to even suck in a breath to start 
begging for his life before the graffiti on the wall behind him has a fresh 
coat of blood and brain matter all over it. 

He collapses to the floor with a thud, and I tuck my gun away. I take a 
step back from the body, nudging his gun away with my foot and using both 
hands to smooth out my suit. The numbness that’s been uncomfortably 
absent recently settles into my bones like an old friend. Except, as soon as I 
spot my phone out of the corner of my eye, it releases its hold on me again. 
Not gone this time, but dormant, hovering just around the edges of the 
warmth that the mere thought of Sparrow ignites inside of me. 

Instead of calling him back right away though, I hit the speed dial that 
connects me directly to Lorenzo Moretti. 

“Xaviaro,” his velvet voice says my name in lieu of a traditional 
greeting. 

I’m back on schedule with collections, but there’s a part of me still 
waiting for the other shoe to drop. There’s no way Enzo doesn’t know that I 
brought Sparrow with me on my rounds the other day. If I were a more 
optimistic man, I might think he just doesn’t give a fuck. But that kind of 
outlook is more suited to a life of puppies and unicorns than the blood and 
bruises I’m used to. There isn’t shit I can do about it one way or the other 
until Enzo brings it up, so I push the nagging feeling aside for now. 

“Hey, boss. I wanted to let you know that I had to drop Spanner. I know 
it’s a lot of money to write off, but he pulled a gun on me.” 

If the debt was less or if I hadn’t been so distracted on the job lately, I 
might not have bothered running straight to Enzo to let him know how 


things went down with Paul tonight, but things feel so off between the two 
of us that I’m still trying to figure out which way is up. 

He’s quiet for several moments before he responds. “Get a couple of his 
fingers, we’ll mail them to his rich parents and see if we can recoup any of 
what he owes us.” 

“Will do,” I answer, already heading back out to get the supplies PUH 
need out of my car. 

“Thank you. And Xav, I’m glad you got him before he got you.” 

An amused sound puffs past my lips. “As if there was any other 
outcome possible,” I bluster, even though I know he’s too damn right. I 
can’t let myself keep being distracted and emotional on the job like this. I 
need to find balance and learn to compartmentalize if I’m going to stay 
alive. 

“Never,” he agrees with matching humor in his tone. 

Neither of us bother with goodbyes. He ends the call and when I hear 
dead air on the other end, I do the same. I shoot Sparrow a quick text telling 
him that I’ve gotta deal with some messy shit but that Pll call him in a bit, 
and then I get to work. After all, dead bodies rarely dismember themselves. 


SPARROW 

I’ve made enough laps around my tiny apartment that I’m surprised I 
haven’t worn a hole in the floor at this point. I drum my fingers against the 
back of my phone and do another lap, pausing to glance out the window, 
past the fire escape. I squint, not really expecting to see Xaviaro lurking 
down there in the darkness tonight. We’re past the stalker bit. At least I 
hope we’re past it. 

I flip my phone over, hoping that I’ve somehow missed another call or 
text from him even though it hasn’t left my hand in the past hour. Maybe 
it’s for the best that he’s too busy to call me back. I’ve spent the last twenty- 
four hours trying to come up with a plan to keep Xaviaro out of the way 
while I go after the next Reaper, but all of my ideas have sucked. 

I dart a glance towards my bed and the set of soft red bondage ropes I 
picked up today lying in the center of it. Guilt creeps through my gut and I 
shake my head. I can’t tie him up just so I can go commit a murder without 
his interference. It wouldn’t be right. And yes, I’m extremely aware that my 
moral compass might be a little off if murder doesn’t move the needle but 
breaking Xav’s trust in a bondage scenario sends it spinning. Or maybe I’ve 
got my priorities just right. Fuck if I know. 


I huff out a breath and finally tap on the notification that is waiting for 
me. It was almost too easy to get a hold of my next target. Riff Raff. Is that 
name any better than Velcro? I’m undecided. It certainly fits the man, with 
his unwashed hair and yellowed smile. His dating profile is... interesting, to 
say the least. It reads more like he’s trying to sell drugs than get his dick 
sucked. But as soon as I swiped to match with him, a blowjob was definitely 
the number one thing on his mind. 

The messages started rolling in immediately and they were thirsty as 
fuck. They started off with compliments about my ‘beautiful mouth’ and 
were quickly followed by a handful of dick pics. I guess he figured one 
wouldn’t be enough? I can say with certainty that his dick did not become 
any more appealing by the fifth photo, no matter how artistically he tried to 
frame it. 

The new message that stares back at me is his address. I scroll back up 
in our exchange, double checking that he said his roommate would be out 
of the apartment tonight. Just me and good ol’ Riff Raff. How romantic. A 
grin curves on my lips as I reach for my dagger, the weight of it in my hand 
sending an automatic thrill through me. 

Fuck it. Pm not going to wait around all night to hear back from 
Xaviaro. He has his hands full, and that’s perfect as far as I’m concerned. I 
send a message to Riff Raff telling him Pll be there in twenty, and another 
to Xav letting him know that I’m going out for a bit and I’ II call again later. 

Xav’s remains unread for now, but Riff Raff’s is met with another flurry 
of horny replies that I mute before sliding my phone into my pocket and my 
knife into its sheath. I shrug my jacket on and grab the roll of duct tape and 
the garbage bags off the kitchen counter. I’Il behave and dispose of the body 
this time. Maybe that’ll earn me some extra points with my murder 
marshmallow. I’m sure it couldn’t hurt. 

I don’t bother locking my apartment door. It’s not like there’s shit to 
steal in there anyway. The smell of weed lingers in the hallway, along with 
the sound of music being played too loudly and arguments going on behind 
several of the doors I pass. Moving out of this building can’t happen soon 
enough. Not that I have the first fucking clue what happens after I’m 
finished with these fuckers. One step at a time. 

I reach the street below, the heavy building door swinging closed behind 
me loudly. I scan the parked cars, my eyes landing on a cherry-red Mustang 
that’s wildly out of place. The smart thing to do is to take one of the 


nondescript rust buckets that won’t be reported missing and won’t catch 
anyone’s attention at the murder scene, but damn, the Mustang is tempting. 

I approach the car, running my hand along the spotless hood with an 
appreciative purr. I bet this girl can fly. I can picture myself cranking up the 
music and rolling down the windows as I floor it, weaving through traffic to 
the apartment building over on the side of the town that most of the Reapers 
call home. Xaviaro’s face drifts through my mind, all disapproving with a 
silently arched eyebrow. 

“Fine,” I mutter, turning away from the car and settling for the shit- 
brown Camry parked behind it. I tug at the driver’s door and it opens 
without resistance. It only takes me about a minute to pry the plastic cover 
off the underside of the steering wheel to access the right wires and have the 
car rumbling to life. 

It’s no Mustang, but I still roll down the windows and crank some music 
while I drive. I take in the city as I make my way through town. I’ve only 
been here a couple of months, but in a weird way, it feels more like home 
than anywhere else has. Maybe it’s because this is the last place Benny ever 
walked around. It’s the place he took his last breaths. 

Grief and rage tighten around my throat until it’s difficult to breathe. 
Will killing these four assholes be enough? Will it finally put the memories 
of my brother to rest? Or will I have to keep going until I’ve spilled the 
blood of anyone wearing a Sleepless Reapers patch? I guess only time holds 
the answer to that question. 

I roll to a stop in front of the right building a little while later. The place 
is nicer than mine by a mile, and that makes me irrationally irritated. Why 
should this drug dealing rapist piece of shit have heated water while I take 
ice cold fucking showers every morning? I slam my car door harder than 
necessary when I get out, drawing looks from a couple of people passing on 
the street. 

“The drawback to all the emotions you have crashing through you every 
second is that they make you sloppy.” 

I can hear Xaviaro’s words loud and clear in my mind, my lips burning 
with the memory of our first kiss that night. He was wrong—he’s not a 
machine. But he might have been right about my emotions. 

I pull a few shaky breaths into my lungs, but they don’t do much to 
calm me. I don’t need to be fucking calm though, what I need to be is 
controlled. I draw on that steady feeling that Xav’s trust instilled in me the 


other night. I can’t shed my emotions, but I also can’t fuck up. If I do, it’s 
going to put him in a bad position, and I won’t do that to him. 

Once I’m relatively sure that I’m not going to lunge at Riff Raff as soon 
as he opens his door, I make my way towards the building. When I reach 
the main door, I press the buzzer connected to the apartment number he 
gave me. It takes a minute or two, but eventually the intercom crackles to 
life. 

“Yeah, who’s there?” a voice answers in a slur. 

“Uh... it’s me, Craig,” I say in the most innocent, nonthreatening voice 
I can manage. 

The chuckle that comes through the speaker in response sends a chill 
down my spine. “Right, right, right. Come on up, baby.” He sounds blitzed. 
His voice cuts off and the door buzzes loudly seconds later. 

I reach for the handle, a momentary hesitation making my insides 
freeze. Who the fuck knows what this guy could be on right now. It could 
make this easier or it could make it a hell of a lot more difficult. I hold the 
door open, my knuckles aching with the tightness of my grip as I weigh the 
options. 

If I bail now, I won’t get back in this easily again later. Who knows how 
long Pll have to wait to get another chance. That seals it. I yank the door all 
the way open and step inside. 
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Chapter 11 


XAVIARO 
I SCOWL AT THE flecks of blood on my shoes as I ride the painfully slow 
elevator up to my apartment. It had better wash out or I’m going to be 
adding the cost of a new pair onto the ransom note I send to Spanner’s 
parents. Or maybe I should see if I can get Enzo to add a clothing budget to 
my compensation. Fuck knows I’m a decade past due for a raise. 

I snort at the thought of Enzo’s flat look of irritation if I were to suggest 
he give me some kind of corporate credit card to keep me in clean shoes. 
The elevator doors slide open smoothly, depositing me on the top floor of 
the building, the entrance to my apartment the only one in the small 
hallway. 

I slip my shoes off as soon as I step inside, carrying them into the 
kitchen so I can try to clean them. I set them on the edge of the counter then 
reach into my pocket to pull out the baggie containing three fingers, 
including Paul’s ring finger with a distinctive diamond tattoo just below the 
knuckle. There’s little chance his parents will question whether the fingers 
are really his once they see the tattoo. And if they do, they’re welcome to 
get them DNA tested before writing the Morettis a big, fat check. 

I pull open my freezer and toss the baggie inside, right next to the 
freezer-burned tub of vanilla ice cream and a few bags of peas that have 
been in there since I bought the apartment five years ago. 

I slide my phone out of my pocket as I turn back to my shoes, using one 
hand to turn on the faucet, the rest of my attention on the screen and the 


notification that I must have missed at some point during the body disposal 
or my drive home. 

LITTLE SPARROW: As much fun as it is sitting here with my dick in 
my hand, waiting for you to call me back, I’ve gotta run out for a bit. PI 
call you when I’m on my way home and I expect you to bring that sweet ass 
over so I can see how good it looks covered in my bite marks. 

A hot shiver runs down my spine, followed by an icy feeling I’m not 
used to wrapping itself around my guts as I read his message a second time. 
Gotta run out. Where? My jaw ticks, the sound of the running faucet is 
nothing more than white noise, my shoes completely forgotten as I 
immediately think through which of the Reapers he’s after would be most 
easily accessible at this point. That has to be where ‘out’ is. Unless he’s just 
letting me know that he’s popping down to the nearest bar to get a couple of 
drinks, which I highly doubt. 

“Fuck,” I mutter. But before I can get any further than irritation and 
concern over the fact that Sparrow’s off for another revenge killing without 
me, there’s a knock at my front door. 

My first wild thought as I turn off the sink and stride out of the kitchen 
is that Sparrow somehow figured out where I live and took it upon himself 
to come over. But the way the knocking continues beyond a polite number 
of raps lets me know who it is before I even reach the door. 

“Fuck,” I groan again. This is the last thing I need to deal with right 
now. 

I throw the deadbolt and open the door, unsurprised to find Elio leaning 
against the doorframe wearing a sloppy smile, his tie undone and his shirt 
misbuttoned. 

“Xavi,” he says my name in a tone of excited surprise, as if he expected 
someone else to answer my door. Or maybe he’s so blitzed he forgot whose 
apartment he stumbled to from whichever bar over-served him tonight. 

I sigh and step aside, tilting my head in a silent invitation to come in. I’d 
ask how he got past the doorman, but no matter how much extra I offer to 
pay the man, he refuses to turn away any of the Morettis when they show 
up, no matter how drunk or stupid they might be. 

He doesn’t bother to take off his shoes, but he does shrug out of his 
jacket, his favorite pistol strapped to his chest in a leather holster that 
matches mine. 


“Got anything to drink?” he asks in a slurred voice as he shuffles 
towards my living room. 

I snort and head back into the kitchen to get a water bottle out of my 
refrigerator. He’s made himself comfortable on my sprawling black couch 
by the time I join him in the living room. His shoes are in a heap on the 
floor next to the coffee table, and he’s stretched out like a Victorian woman 
having an episode, with one hand over his face. 

“Here.” I uncap the bottle and nudge his hand with it. He startles at the 
cold, sitting up and reaching for the water. 

While he gulps down a few mouthfuls, I park my ass in the armchair 
next to the couch. Elio wipes his sleeve over his damp mouth when he’s 
finished and sets the water bottle down on the coffee table. 

“’Nzo tell you *bout the Fitzpatricks?” he asks, still stumbling clumsily 
over his words like his tongue is too heavy to form them all properly. But 
my ears prick up immediately at the mention of the Irish mob that’s been 
trying to edge their way into our territory for over a year now. 

“What about them?” I growl, not sure if I’m more pissed that there 
might be fresh trouble with them or that Enzo hasn’t told me about it 
himself. It’s my fucking job to be on top of this shit and I’m hearing about it 
secondhand from his drunk little brother. 

He shrugs and flops back down. “Bunch of red-headed pricks sniffing 
around.” 

My frown deepens. “Did something happen or are you just so wasted 
that you think the existence of the Irish cunts is news?” 

“Pm not drunk,” he argues with an indignation that only drunk people 
can truly muster. He sighs and a miserable look comes over his face. “Do 
you think he hates me?” 

“Who? Declan Fitzpatrick?” I’m trying to follow his train of thought, 
but I think I’m about ten drinks too sober for it. 

“No,” he scoffs. 

“Your brother?” I guess again. 

Elio makes a frustrated sound in his throat. “He’s just so fucking 
pretty.” 

“Okay, so not your brother. At least I hope to fuck you’re not talking 
about Enzo,” I mutter, and he laughs and then hiccups. 

It looks like that’s as much as I’m getting from him. His eyes droop 
closed and he sags into the couch with a soft breath. I stand up and lean 


over him, pressing two fingers to the pulse point in his neck just to settle 
my own worry, then turning him onto his side. I grab him a second bottle of 
water, setting it on the table next to the first, along with a couple of aspirin 
and a wastebasket in case he needs to hurl. 

Once he’s settled, my concern for Sparrow rises to the surface again. I 
pull my phone out of my pocket for a second time. There aren’t any missed 
texts or calls from Sparrow or anyone else. I open the app connected to the 
tracker I left in the lining of his jacket pocket last week, and my heart forces 
its way into my throat. He’s smack-dab in Reaper territory, at some 
apartment building on their side of town. I’d put even money on it being the 
apartment of one of the men he’s after. 

The cool, logical side of my brain reminds me that he’s proven he can 
handle himself just fine, but all the logic in the world refuses to calm my 
unsteady pulse. I told him before that being too emotional is dangerous, and 
I got a firsthand reminder of that today. If Sparrow is in some Reaper’s 
apartment, I need to be there, even if it turns out that all I’m good for is 
hauling a dead body down the stairs for him. 

With one last glance at the sleeping Moretti on my couch, my resolve 
solidifies. Elio will be sleeping off his bender until midday tomorrow, 
Sparrow needs me now. I tap each of my pockets to make sure I have 
everything I need, including my gun, still strapped to my chest. Then I grab 
my bloody shoes and slip them back on, tying them hastily before striding 
out the door. 


SPARROW 

Death metal is blaring from an unseen speaker as I step inside Riff 
Raff’s apartment. It’s a nice place with big windows and a decent view, but 
it’s obvious that upkeep isn’t exactly high on his list of priorities. There are 
more than a few fist-shaped holes in the walls and trash strewn about on 
most of the surfaces. 

I plaster a friendly smile onto my lips and force myself not to tense or 
recoil as he drags his eyes over me slowly and licks his lips like I’m a piece 
of fucking cake instead of a human being. He’s a lot shorter and skinnier 
than Velcro was, his clothes hanging loosely on his frame. His arms are 
covered in crude, faded tattoos that look like they were done in prison, or at 
the very least by someone who’s been to prison and learned their technique 
there. 


“You’re even sexier than your pictures,” he says, taking a step towards 
me with his hand outstretched. His fingernails are long and just as yellow as 
his teeth, and this time I can’t stop myself from flinching. I duck away from 
his touch, and cover the movement with a lilt of shy laughter. 

“Sorry, I’m a little nervous.” I’m not sure if I sell the lie with my 
breathy tone or if he just doesn’t give a fuck. My eyes land on the pipe on 
the coffee table and a couple of lines of white powder, and a third option 
occurs to me—that he’s high as balls and might not have even noticed my 
twitchiness. 

“’S’ okay. I got the cure for your jitters,” he says with a lecherous smile. 
Alright, so it was the first one. Maybe I’ll take up a career in acting when 
this is all over. “You party?” Riff Raff asks, leading me over to the couch. 

“Oh, um... it depends,” I answer with another overly sweet tendril of 
laughter. “What is it?” 

“Crystal,” he says, picking up the straw that’s on the table, stuffing it up 
one nostril, and snorting one of the lines. “Whoo,” he shouts. “This shit is 
un-fucking-believable. It’ll send you to another goddamn galaxy.” 

He holds the straw out to me and I shake my head, scrambling up off the 
couch. “Maybe just a drink?” I ask, and he stares at me blankly for several 
seconds like he really is on another fucking planet, before getting to his feet 
and stumbling into his kitchen. 

Once I’m alone, I take a deep breath to steady myself and start a small 
lap around his living room while I come up with a plan. I’ve already got 
him here, alone, and I doubt any of his neighbors will blink at any loud 
noises coming from his place. Or if they’ll even hear anything over the 
racket of this music. 

A couple of photos lying loosely on his dining table catch my attention. 
They’re strewn among the empty liquor bottles and crumpled aluminum foil 
that litter the table. I notice that Velcro is in the first photo, so I nudge the 
trash away from the others to get a better look. My stomach twists and my 
blood starts to boil again as the faces of my last two targets gaze up at me 
with drunken smirks from some of the other pictures. 

“Here.” Riff Raff’s voice behind me startles me. 

“Sorry,” I say again, taking the glass he offers me. It looks like soda, but 
one sniff lets me know that it’s more rum than soda, and fuck knows what 
else he might have slipped in there. I fake a sip, keeping my lips tight so 


none of the liquid touches my tongue. When I lower the cup, I tilt my head 
towards the photos again. “Friends of yours?” 

“Yeah. Best fucking dudes alive,” he says, and I just barely resist the 
urge to gag or rage at his painfully skewed idea of what makes a quality 
person. “That’s Velcro,” he points to the man I happily bled out in the alley 
already. “And that’s Big Bass and Shit Stain.” 

My mouth falls open. One of them is actually called Shit Stain. 
Seriously, what are the fucking odds? Don’t get me wrong, it suits the man 
in question, but the nicknames these idiots came up with are crimes all their 
own. 

I fake another sip of my drink to cover my amused shock, and Riff Raff 
leans in to put his hands on my shoulders. This time, I manage to hold 
myself still as he drags his nose along the side of my throat, his rank, hot 
breath making my skin crawl. My fingers flex around the glass in my hand 
and everything inside of me stills like a snake coiling, preparing to strike 
when the moment is right. 

“What’s your name?” Riff Raff murmurs, dragging his dry tongue along 
my earlobe, making bile rise in the back of my throat. 

“Benny LeBlanc,” I answer with a chill in my tone that even Xaviaro 
would be impressed with. 

Riff Raff pulls back and I look over my shoulder. Satisfaction swells 
inside of me at the ashen look on his face, his eyes wide with surprise and 
confusion. I don’t look all that much like my brother, but the family 
resemblance is strong enough to convince a man who’s stoned out of his 
head that I’m the ghost of his sins, here to drag him to hell with me. He’s 
not far off, honestly. 

I drop the glass, unbothered by the way it shatters at my feet, the sticky 
drink inside splashing over my shoes and jeans. I reach under my shirt and 
unsheathe the dagger in a swift motion, but Riff Raff is more ready for the 
move than I expected. 

I lunge, but he throws an arm in front of my blade, blocking the swipe 
and not even reacting to the way the blade slices through the skin of his 
forearm like butter. Crimson blood flows from the wound as he flies at me 
in return, catching me off guard with some fucking crackhead kung fu move 
that lands me on my back before I have the chance to even blink. 

Fuck. 


I tighten my grip on my knife and slash at him again, catching his cheek 
this time. But he doesn’t even blink as blood streams down his cheek. He 
clambers on top of me and wraps his hands around my neck. 

Double fuck. 

My heart pounds and my insides turn cold and electric, sending 
shockwaves of wild adrenaline through my veins. Thoughts of revenge 
fade, replaced by the wild animal instinct to survive. No fucking way is this 
how I die, with this piece of shit’s hands around my throat in a filthy 
apartment with goddamn “Angel of Death” by Slayer rattling the walls. 
That’s just too on the nose and I refuse to stand for it. 

I flail my legs riotously, catching him between the legs more than once, 
but fuck knows how much meth he has pumping through his veins that even 
a repeated knee to the balls doesn’t make him flinch. His grip around my 
neck tightens and my vision starts to swim, a veil of darkness creeping in 
around the edges. My lungs burn as I plunge my dagger into his shoulder 
blade. 

Riff Raff grunts but doesn’t loosen his hold, and now my knife is stuck 
in his arm where I can’t seem to reach it again. Shit, goddamn. It’s only 
because I’m pretty sure I’ll be dead in the next five minutes that I’m willing 
to admit, even to myself, that Xaviaro might have been right. I should have 
let him help. 

Killed by my own useless pride... and a hundred-and-twenty-pound 
meth head. Ain’t that a fucking bitch. 

Even knowing there’s not much left I can do, I don’t stop fighting. I dig 
my nails into his skin as hard as I can, tearing away chunks as I thrash and 
kick. The music fades out, the rush of blood in my ears the only thing I can 
hear. My oxygen deprived brain offers me the lovely auditory hallucination 
of the wood of Riff Raff’s door splintering and a deep, rabid growl that 
could only be Xaviaro. 

All at once, Riff Raff goes still on top of me, his hands around my neck 
loosening. I don’t even have time to register the splatter of his hot blood 
over my face before he slumps to the side, completely limp. 

I drag in a gasping breath, kicking his dead weight off me and 
scrambling away. A pool of blood blossoms under his head as I gulp air into 
my lungs. Unable to tear my eyes away from the dead body of my would-be 
murderer, it’s a distinct pair of Italian loafers that I notice first. 

Xaviaro. 


The panic slowly releases its grip on my brain and I yank my attention 
away from Riff Raff, dragging it slowly from the shoes to the familiar pair 
of sturdy legs wrapped in a midnight black suit, up to the broad, heaving 
chest, his jacket splayed open, and finally to his face. His expression is 
twisted with a thunderous rage that’s miles away from the unaffected look 
he wore when he put a bullet between the eyes of that homophobe the other 
day. 

Right now, he’s nothing short of an avenging angel, and maybe it should 
terrify me, but it fills my chest with a warmth I never expected to feel again 
after my brother died. Xaviaro’s pistol is clutched in his hand as he glares 
down at Riff Raff like he wishes he could bring the man back to life just to 
kill him again. 

Seeming to sense my gaze on him, Xaviaro tucks his gun away and 
meets my eyes, his expression softening in an instant. 

“Are you okay, Little Bird?” He steps over Riff Raff’s awkwardly 
splayed legs and stoops to study my face. 

I lick my lips and nod. “I would’ve had him if you’d given me another 
second,” I bluster in a raspy voice, and Xaviaro barks out an unexpected 
laugh. 

“Pm sure you would have,” he agrees, wrapping his hands around my 
forearms and hauling me easily to my feet. 

My legs are a little unsteady under me, my knees still quaking with the 
adrenaline coursing through my veins, and fine, maybe a tiny bit of fear. He 
puts a hand under my chin, tilting my face up towards his. Everything feels 
backward right now, too vulnerable and out of balance, but I’m too fucked 
up to do anything about it, so I just let him. He studies my face silently for a 
few seconds, then runs a thumb gently over the tender spot around my 
throat. Fresh rage dances in his eyes for a second before he slams his lips 
into mine. 

In spite of the rough way he catches my mouth, the kiss is achingly 
tender, his mouth whispering against mine for just a moment before he 
releases me. I let out a trembling breath and he reaches into his pocket to 
pull out a white handkerchief that’s just as pristine as everything else he 
owns. He uses it to dab the blood off of my face, leaving macabre crimson 
and brown stains smeared over the fabric like a slaughter in fresh snow. 
When he’s done, he tucks it back into his pocket. 


“Go wait in my car. Pll deal with this and then I’m going to take you 
home. I have a first aid kit, so I should be able to patch up most of the cuts 
on your hands.” It takes me several seconds to realize that by ‘home,’ he 
means his home. I’m too busy processing the fact that he’s right, I do have a 
few nicks on my hands from slashing too wildly with my knife. 

My knife. 

“I need my dagger.” I make a move to bend over to retrieve it, but 
Xaviaro stops me with his arms still around me. 

“PI get it. PI handle everything.” 

I don’t have it in me to argue right now, so I just nod, pressing up onto 
my toes to brush one more kiss over his stubbled cheek before walking out 
of the apartment without a backward glance. 

Xaviaro’s car is parked in front of the building, right next to the one I 
stole. I had planned to return it tonight, but no way is that happening now. 
Whoever owns it should count themselves lucky that it’s gone, as far as I’m 
concerned. 

I slide into the passenger side of the BMW, dragging in a lungful of the 
fresh leather scent. There’s something particularly calming about how tidy 
his car is, just like everything else about Xaviaro. There’s no stale scent of 
fast food lingering in the air, no napkins shoved into the glove box. This 
baby might as well have been driven straight off the lot tonight. 

It’s an inconsequential thing to think about, but it occupies my mind 
while I wait for my hitman to emerge from the building with a distinctly 
body-shaped rug rolled up and slung over his shoulder. The car bounces a 
little as he shoves Riff Raff into the trunk before getting in on the driver’s 
side. 

“At least this one was a hell of a lot smaller than the last,” he says, and I 
chuckle. 

“Sorry to tell you, but the last two are even bigger than Velcro was.” 

Xaviaro starts his car and glances over at me. “Does that mean we’re 
skipping past the argument and you’re going to accept my help with the last 
two?” 

I hesitate, but only for a few seconds before nodding. “Yes, but I have 
conditions.” 

“I wouldn’t expect anything less,” he says, shooting me a wry smile 
before pulling out of the parking spot and merging into traffic. 
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Chapter 12 


XAVIARO 
RAGE PULSES IN MY chest like someone cranked up the bass. Even after 
tossing the body into the ravine and spending the past half hour glancing at 
Sparrow out of the corner of my eye every thirty seconds to reassure myself 
that he really is okay, I can’t calm down. I can’t shake the images playing 
through my mind of that piece of shit with his hands around my little bird’s 
throat. 

Sparrow was understandably tense and pale on the drive out of the city, 
but with Riff Raff nothing more than fish food—sorry, fish—the color is 
slowly returning to his face. By the time I pull into my parking garage, he 
seems as relaxed as he always does, with the exception of the way he keeps 
twisting the hem of his shirt in absent, repetitive movements. 

You don’t end up with a body count without being a goddamn pro at 
compartmentalizing... or a certified psychopath. But Sparrow isn’t that. Not 
that I’m qualified to make that diagnosis, but I just don’t see it. 

I swing my car into my regular spot and kill the engine. His movements 
as he unbuckles and gets out are fluid and easy, almost too much so, like 
some part of him thinks that the more casual he acts about his near-death 
experience, the less real it will be. Who am I to argue with his coping 
mechanisms though? If the fake-it-till-you-make-it method works for him, 
I’m happy to go along with it. It’s better than crawling into a bottle or any 
of the other self-destructive, fucked-up ways I’ve seen people deal. I 


suppose my numbness is the same as what he’s doing, I’m just a hell of a lot 
better at it than he is. 

We meet at the back of the car, and I put an arm around his shoulders, 
tucking his small body close to mine. He leans into me with a sigh that 
seems to work its way through his chest and straight down to the fractures 
in his soul. 

“I need a shower,” he murmurs as I lead him through the lobby and 
towards the elevator. 

I spare a quick nod for Parker, the doorman on our way in. His eyes 
flicker to Sparrow with curiosity. I’ve never brought anyone around before 
other than The Family, and even that’s rare. The little twitch at the corner of 
his lips makes me wonder if he’s winning a bet he made with himself about 
my sexuality. Or maybe he’s just relieved to realize I’m actually human and 
not some lifelike Mafia cyborg. 

“Lucky for you, my apartment does include a shower,” I say as I usher 
him into the elevator and press the button for the top floor. 

“With hot water?” he asks in a reverent whisper. 

I glance down at him, cocking an eyebrow at the question. “Sure. Hot, 
cold, my pipes can do it all.” 

He lets out a groan that’s so charged it wakes my cock up with a 
dizzying twitch. I lean in and press my nose against the crook of his neck, 
breathing in the familiar bergamot and leather scent that’s imprinted itself 
onto every part of me. He whimpers and tilts his head, giving me more 
access to the fluttering pulse point on the side of his throat and the slender 
stretch of his neck. I press soft, greedy kisses along his warm skin, paying 
special attention to the spots where bruises in the shape of Riff Raff’s 
fingers are already blooming. Every quiet sound he makes vibrates through 
my bones, until we reach my floor and the doors slide open. 

I lead him inside, stopping just inside the door to stoop at his feet. He 
wobbles and braces his hands on my shoulders as I work the knots loose on 
the tattered laces of his dirty sneakers and slip them off. They’re completely 
at odds with the row of expensive shoes I line them up next to, but they 
manage to look right at home there anyway. Or maybe that’s just because I 
like the thought of my fiery little bird right here in my apartment, his things 
mixed up with mine. 

I get to my feet and nudge my shoes off as well. They’re likely past 
saving at this point now that the blood has had hours to soak in, but I set 


them in line with the rest anyway to deal with later. 

“You know, you don’t have to be so nice to me just because I got 
strangled by a tweaker,” Sparrow says, reaching up and ghosting his 
fingertips over his tender throat. 

“T’ve been nice to you since the night we met. You’re the one who broke 
my nose,” I point out. 

“Huh.” The sound is half amused, half surprised as he seems to turn my 
words over in his head for a few seconds. “You really have been nice to me 
this whole time. Even when I’ve been a pain in the ass. Why?” 

I step closer, sliding my hands under his jacket and easing it off his 
shoulders. He lets me take it from him, waiting through my silence with 
curious eyes fixed on my face. 

“You really want to know why?” I ask seriously, draping his jacket over 
my arm. He nods and I lean in to brush my lips against the shell of his ear. 
“It’s because I like you, Little Sparrow,” I whisper. 

He chuckles. The sound is warm, rattling through me and settling into 
my bones the same way his moan in the elevator did. He sways closer to 
me, undoing the button on my jacket and then reaching under it to slide it 
off my shoulders the same way I did with his. 

“T kind of like you too,” he confesses, and a grin tugs at my lips. 

“Thank fuck for that. Otherwise the stalking and kidnapping would’ve 
been way out of line.” 

He nods, biting back his own smile as I shrug out of my jacket. 

“Speaking of stalking... how did you know where I was tonight?” 

“Oh, come on now.” I tut. “A little mystery keeps the romance alive. 
Everyone knows that.” 

Sparrow narrows his eyes at me. “Tell me,” he says, his tone tipping 
over into ball-tingling Dom territory. 

I bring my face close to his, the tips of our noses bumping. His eyelids 
droop but stay open, a victorious smile already starting to spread over his 
lips. 

“No,” I whisper, pressing a quick kiss to his lips and then ducking out of 
the way with restrained laughter. 

He grumbles, and I’m pretty sure I catch the word ‘spanking’ mumbled 
under his breath as I hang our coats side by side in my hallway closet. My 
cock swells again at the thought. He can threaten me with a good time as 
much as he likes, it doesn’t mean Pll tell him about the tracker. 


“Come on.” I spin him around and point him toward my bedroom and 
the attached bath where I keep the meager first aid kit that doesn’t hold a 
candle to the one Enzo keeps on hand. 

With all the excitement of the night, I completely forgot about the baby 
Moretti passed out drunk on my couch. His quiet snores reach my ears as 
we pass the living room, making Sparrow’s steps slow as he cranes his neck 
to get a look at who’s in there. 

“Forgot to send your other boyfriend home before coming to my 
rescue?” he teases. 

I snort. “That would be Elio Moretti, younger brother and second in 
command to Lorenzo.” 

Sparrow’s eyes flicker to the trashcan I left next to the couch and the 
water on the table. “Drinking problem?” 

I make a noise in the back of my throat. “I wouldn’t go that far. It all 
just weighs on him a little too much and he goes off the deep end for a 
minute every once in a while. Sometimes it’s just a one-night bender, other 
times it lasts a week or so. He always sorts himself out though.” 

He nods in understanding and keeps walking, down my dim hallway 
with my hand on his lower back. The warmth of his skin calls to me, even 
with his t-shirt still in the way, absorbing too much of his heat before it can 
reach me. 

I open the bedroom door and he sweeps his gaze over the space without 
comment, taking in the floor-to-ceiling windows and my massive bed in the 
center of the room, adorned with black silk sheets and a custom-made frame 
with restraint attachments. He might be the first man I’ve ever actually 
submitted to, but that doesn’t mean I haven’t fantasized about the idea for 
longer than I’d like to admit. 

I flip on the bathroom light as we step inside. Unlike the bedroom, this 
room does get a reaction from Sparrow, but not because I paid extra for 
heated marble floors and the extra large soaking tub taking up the far wall. 
He lets out a laugh, sweeping his eyes over the grooming products scattered 
haphazardly over the sink and the damp towel draped over the half-wall 
ledge next to the toilet. He approaches the tube of toothpaste that’s oozing 
its contents onto the white countertop. 

“You’re secretly a slob.” He picks up the toothpaste tube and waves it at 
me accusingly. 


I scoff. “I am not a slob. I was in a hurry this morning.” It’s a lie, my 
bathroom always looks like this, but how dare he accuse me of being a slob. 
I shudder at the thought. 

“Pig,” he taunts, tossing the toothpaste back onto the counter carelessly 
and smirking at me. 

I growl playfully, descending on him and wrapping my arms around 
him again to playfully nibble on his neck while he laughs and squirms. I 
release him after a minute, ignoring the throb in my cock tempting me to 
get on my knees and beg him to help us both compartmentalize what 
happened tonight the best way we both know how. The heat in his eyes 
when I let him go tells me his thoughts are on the same page as mine, but he 
doesn’t order me to strip or command me to kneel, so he must know that a 
shower and first aid are the priority before we let ourselves get lost in the 
haze of one another. 

I turn towards the shower, opening the door and cranking the water on. I 
turn the knob as hot as I can typically stand it. Given his enthusiastic 
response to learning that I have hot water, I’m assuming he’ll appreciate the 
near boiling temperature as much as I do. 

When I turn back around, he’s already undressed, his clothes in a pile on 
the floor at his feet. My breath catches in my chest. He’s taken me apart 
twice now, turning my world on its fucking axis and making me come so 
hard it almost made me believe in some kind of god. But this is the first 
time I’ve seen him completely undressed. Standing under the harsh 
bathroom lights, he’s all lean lines and stark ink standing out against his 
pale skin. 

He drags his fingers through the tangle of his hair, pushing it off of his 
forehead, but only for a few seconds before it flops forward stubbornly 
again. I devour him greedily with my eyes, from the dusting of light hair on 
his chest to the tantalizing peaks of his dusty pink nipples, and down to his 
cock, half hard between his slender thighs. My mouth waters and my 
insides pulse with eager heat. 

“Take your clothes off, Killer,” Sparrow says with a twist of his lips and 
a tremor of authority in his voice. 

It’s on the tip of my tongue to ask if he’s sure he wouldn’t rather shower 
alone, but there’s something about the restrained glint in his eyes that makes 
me think what he needs right now is to take back control. 


If there’s one thing I know how to do, it’s kill a man before he has a 
chance to see it coming and say his prayers. If there are two things I know 
how to do, giving Sparrow exactly what he asks for is definitely the second. 


SPARROW 

Xaviaro loosens his tie and pulls the cufflinks out of each one of his 
Sleeves. I lean against the sink, the coolness of the countertop against my 
ass chasing away some of the heat in my skin and grounding me in the 
moment as I watch with rapt attention. His expression is stoic, but the 
playful glint in his eyes draws me in as he undoes his buttons one at a time, 
his shirt slowly gaping open to expose the thick blanket of dark hair on his 
chest and the swell of his pecs, tempting me to bury my face there. A few 
more buttons loosened have the cut of his toned abs on display, begging for 
my tongue to trace each one while he’s tied down and whimpering for me. 
He tugs his shirt free from his pants and a little shiver runs through me. 

He shrugs this shirt off and sets it aside, not bothering to fold it this 
time. Apparently all the rules of neatness and perfection are left outside his 
bathroom door. I don’t know why, but there’s something so endearingly 
human about Xaviaro needing one space in his life where he doesn’t feel 
the need for everything to be pristine. 

The metallic rattle of his belt buckle as he works it open sends goose 
bumps skittering over my skin and makes my cock twitch. I wrap my hand 
around my swelling erection and give myself a few slow strokes while he 
undoes his pants and steps out of them. His eyes follow the motion of my 
hand, the barely contained bulge straining in his silky red boxer briefs 
jerking and visibly thickening. 

I groan and my hole flutters, the emptiness in my core making me 
needy. 

I saw the way Xaviaro kept glancing over at me in the car. He’s worried 
that I’m rattled, that I’m about to fall to pieces over something as silly as 
facing the specter of my mortality tonight. He was right a few weeks ago 
when he said my heart still beat faster thinking of my own death. As 
cavalier as I’ve been since Benny’s death, some part of me still clung to the 
comforting belief that it wasn’t my time yet. Riff Raff’s hands around my 
throat tonight reminded me firsthand of Phantom’s number one lesson. 
Everyone dies. 

There is no time. It’s as inevitable as breathing and it can happen just as 
easily before the next sunrise as it can on my hundredth birthday. That 


realization might bring some men to their knees. It might send them 
spiraling, scrambling to make a deal with any devil they can find for just a 
little more time. But for me, it’s freeing. All I have is each moment, one at a 
time with no promise of the next. All I have is a clawing hunger for the man 
standing in front of me and a blessedly hot shower that will wash away the 
memory of the biker’s touch. 

I push off the sink and close the space between us in two steps, hooking 
my fingers into the waist of his underwear and tugging them down as I tilt 
my face up to wordlessly ask for his mouth on mine. He gives me exactly 
what I’m looking for, ducking his head and parting his lips. I sweep my 
tongue into his mouth, catching his and coaxing it to stroke and tangle with 
mine. 

He feeds me a muffled moan and I swallow it greedily. I push myself up 
onto the tips of my toes, wrapping my arms around his neck and pressing 
my body against his. The heavy weight of his cock drags against mine as I 
rock my hips, finding the same rhythm in our kiss as steam starts to fill the 
bathroom and wrap around us like a comforting blanket. 

Xaviaro groans again, his hands finding their way to my ass to grab and 
knead my cheeks. As much fun as it is to have him bound and at my mercy, 
I can’t deny the benefits of his wandering hands, dipping into my crease to 
ghost over my hole as he walks us backward towards the shower. I stumble 
after him, nipping at his bottom lip and deepening the kiss until our height 
difference frustrates me enough to growl around his tongue. 

He chuckles, stooping just enough to wrap his hands around my thighs 
and haul me into his arms. I gasp and hook my legs around him, breaking 
the kiss to throw my head back and pant as I brace my hands on his 
shoulders and grind my aching cock against the ridges of his abs. 

Pm not sure how he manages it—magic, perhaps—but he gets the 
shower door open without letting go of me. I make another pornographic 
sound as soon as the blazing hot water touches my skin, scalding away the 
echo of Riff Raff’s touch, and a dozen other ugly memories I didn’t know 
were still clinging to my skin until they’re washed down the drain. 

Xaviaro brushes his lips to the hollow of my throat, holding me under 
the water without complaint, waiting for my next instructions. Another hot 
tremble of electricity skitters along my spine. 

“I wish you had two extra hands so you could wash me without putting 
me down,” I say, tilting my head back just a little farther to let the stream 


run over my face for a few seconds. 

“I can’t do anything about the hands, but we might be able to make it 
work.” He nods towards a bottle of soap on the nearby ledge. “Grab that.” I 
meet his demand with a flat look and he gives me an adorably sheepish 
smile that has no business being on such a deadly man’s face. Except for the 
fact that the contrast is literally everything. The world can have him cold, 
controlled, and dangerous. I want to be the only one who gets sheepish 
smiles and soft touches. “Grab that, please, Sir,” he amends, and I pick up 
the bottle. 

Xaviaro turns to press me up against the shower wall. I gasp at the 
momentary shock of the cool tile against my heated, slippery back. He 
loosens his grip on my thighs and I tighten my legs around him, keeping my 
balance between the wall and his body. When he’s confident that I’m not 
going to slip, he plucks the bodywash from my hands and pours a generous 
amount into his palms, lathering them together and filling the space with the 
same woodsy scent that always clings to his skin. 

I sigh, letting my eyelids flutter closed as his strong hands start to work 
the rich suds into my skin, replacing the phantom of every touch that came 
before until I can’t remember anyone but Xaviaro. He massages tense knots 
out of my shoulders and takes his time soaping every nick and cut that still 
needs to be properly cleaned. His lathered palms glide over my sensitive 
nipples and down the length of my belly until he reaches my cock. 

He wraps a hand around me and I arch my back, letting a groan slip past 
my lips. But he doesn’t linger like I expect. He washes my shaft with a few 
efficient strokes before moving on. My eyes pop open and I pin him with a 
disapproving look. 

“Did you want something... Sir?” he teases. Or maybe it’s less of a 
tease and more his way of letting me know that he needs to give up control 
as much as I need to be the one to take it. 

I squeeze my legs tighter around his hips again, thrusting my cock 
against his stomach, the friction nowhere near enough to satisfy, just 
enough to make me desperate for more. 

“Be a good boy and get me ready to take that monster cock of yours,” I 
command, my voice dipping deeper with the lust that’s weaving its way 
through my body. 

He parts his lips on a soft moan, his pupils expanding to obscure the 
chocolate-brown of his irises, a flush rising on his olive skin. 


“Yes, Sir,’ he murmurs, slipping one soapy hand around to find my 
hole. 

He circles two fingers along my rim, petting and teasing my entrance 
until Pm panting, the deep, empty ache pulsing heavily until it’s the only 
thing I can feel. 

“Two fingers. Inside me now,” I demand, tipping my head back against 
the wall and letting my eyelids slip halfway closed again. 

Xaviaro does as he’s told, easing two fingers into my hole up to the 
second knuckle. I moan and buck my hips, my eyes clenching and my cock 
jerking to spill a dribble of precum. 

“Deeper,” I moan, and my perfect, submissive savior gives me that too, 
filling me as deep as his fingers can go with a restrained grunt. His cock 
brushes against the back of my thigh, slippery and wet, and just as 
desperately hard as mine is. 

He fucks his fingers in and out of my hole, crooking them to find my 
prostate and growling when I let out a breathless gasp as he hits his target. 
It’s been so fucking long since I’ve given myself over to the heady stretch 
and the deeply satisfying fullness of anyone’s fingers, let alone anything 
else. If I wasn’t afraid of the water running cold, I’d make him hold me here 
all night, fucking me slow and deep with his fingers, edging me for hours 
until I give in to the body quaking orgasm that he’d tease from my prostate. 

Xaviaro sways forward, pressing his face into my throat again, his back 
rising and falling with barely controlled breaths as he laps at the water 
running over my skin. I drag my fingers through his wet hair, giving voice 
to every gasp and moan that rises in my chest, stroked to life by his fingers 
expertly taking me apart one thrust at a time. 

“Xaviaro,” I grit out his name, tightening my grip on his hair like I can 
rein myself in by taking control of him. 

He shudders and stills, leaving his fingers buried halfway inside of me. 

“Yes, Little Sparrow?” I don’t correct the slip of the honorific this time, 
maybe because I’m too fucking charmed by the way his lips wrap around 
the name he gave me when I was nothing but a nameless ghost. 

“Take me to your bed.” 
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Chapter 13 


XAVIARO 
PM NOT SURE HOW my legs are holding me up at this point, except that 
Sparrow needs them to and that seems to be enough. Water pools under my 
feet, leaving a trail of puddled footprints between the shower and the 
bedroom. I shiver from the temperature change, goose bumps rising all 
along my skin as the steam of the bathroom gives way to the cool air in my 
bedroom. 

Sparrow’s legs are tight around my waist as he strokes his slender 
fingers through my hair, alternating between gentle touches and sharp tugs 
that light up my nerve endings and make my cock throb. I drag my tongue 
along the bruised skin of his throat again, desperate to erase the memory of 
Riff Raff’s hands from my mind as much as his. A tremor runs through me, 
an echo of the rage that exploded in my veins when I kicked in that door 
tonight and saw my little Sparrow struggling for his life. 

I clench my jaw, my heart thundering and my breath speeding up as the 
images fill my mind again. I’ve lost count of how many lives I’ve taken, but 
I’ve never taken any pleasure in it until tonight. I wanted to unload my 
entire chamber into that fucker, bring him back to life, and do it all over 
again. 

The sting of Sparrow’s teeth against my bottom lip jars me out of my 
violent fantasy and back into the present. 

“I’m fine, he’s where he belongs, and we’re not giving him one more 
second of our energy.” The firm authority in his tone soothes me like a 


gentle stroke down my spine, even though it’s accompanied by another 
sharp bite. Or maybe it’s because he punctuates it with that fleeting moment 
of pain that his words take hold and I let every memory of Riff Raff scatter 
into the wind. 

I turn around when I reach my bed, lowering myself onto it with my 
little Sparrow still wrapped around me, straddling me now, looking down at 
me with a wicked glint in his eyes that pins me more effectively than his 
weight ever could. He swivels his hips, bringing the curve of his ass into 
contact with my aching cock. A feral grin teases his lips as he braces his 
hands on my chest and circles his hips again, grinding his erection against 
my abs and teasing the tip of my cock. 

He leans in close, bringing his lips close to mine again so I can feel his 
hot breath tickling them with every exhale. I part my lips, but instead of a 
kiss, Sparrow drags the tip of his tongue along the seam, teasing without 
dipping inside my mouth. 

“You’re all mine, aren’t you, Killer?” he murmurs, then sinks his tongue 
just a fraction of an inch deeper until it meets the tip of mine before he pulls 
it back again. I nod, already finding myself at a loss for words with 
Sparrow’s bare skin sparking against mine like flint on stone, his words 
heavy enough to bind me without the need for any physical restraints. “You 
belonged to me before I even looked in your direction, didn’t you?” 

His question sends me right back to the night that feels like a lifetime 
ago but was really only a handful of weeks. Excitement and electricity 
ricochet in my bones at the memory of tracking the mysterious little 
stranger with my eyes, feeling the energy in the room shift and shape itself 
around him like he owned it, just like he owns me now. 

“Yes, Sir,” I rasp, and his cock jerks against my belly, a hungry moan 
vibrating from his lips. 

Sparrow slides a hand up from my chest, wrapping his fingers gently 
around my throat without any pressure. He trails scorching hot kisses along 
my jaw, grinding himself against me again until I can feel my skin getting 
slick and sticky with his precum. My balls tighten and my cock throbs 
impatiently, but the rest of my body sinks into the bed, heavy and pliant. 

“Such a good boy,” he whispers before climbing off of me. The bed 
jostles and my body cools instantly at the loss of his weight and the warmth 
of his bare skin against mine. “Tell me where you keep all your goodies 
hidden and scoot up the bed.” 


“Bottom dresser drawer,” I answer, then position myself with my head 
on a pillow and my hands over my head to wait for him. 

I let my gaze roam over his lithe frame, snagging on the pert shape of 
his ass, jiggling with each step. It’s mesmerizing, but after a moment, 
there’s something else that catches my attention more intensely. His 
confident, fluid movements were the first thing I noticed about him, like a 
panther on the prowl, and they’re even more enthralling now than they were 
when he was a perfect stranger. 

He bends to tug the drawer open, exposing a lifetime of fantasies all 
stuffed inside, untouched by anyone but me until tonight. My heart thumps 
out an even rhythm, the temptation to wonder what Sparrow thinks of my 
toys and restraints, or which he’ll pick for tonight, is a fleeting one. I’ve 
spent every last brain cell I have today on life or death shit, and I don’t want 
to worry about anything else before sunrise. 

A metallic rattle reaches my ears and skitters along my skin as Sparrow 
rifles through the drawer. Eventually he stands and turns to face me again, a 
condom and a bottle of lube in one hand and a set of leather wrist and ankle 
restraints in the other. I lick my lips and squirm involuntarily, my muscles 
all bunching then relaxing, my cock twitching as my foreskin rolls back to 
fully expose the precum slicked tip. 

He approaches the bed with that same catlike prowl, his eyes devouring 
me, consuming me, setting me ablaze without hope of relief. Sparrow 
reaches the end of the bed, setting down the condom and lube and then the 
restraints, keeping just one in his hand. He teases the tips of his fingers 
along my left ankle. The touch itself isn’t erotic, but I’ve fantasized about 
this moment so many times that every inch of my skin is oversensitive and 
tingling, my heart thudding wildly. 

He fits the first restraint around my ankle, the buttery smooth leather 
soft against my skin as he tightens it and then slips his fingers around the 
edges to check that it’s comfortable. His grip is rough as he tugs my legs 
wider and fastens the first one to the footboard. My breath catches and my 
nipples tighten as he moves on to the second one, cuffing my ankle and 
restraining me. 

“You’re beautiful like this,” Sparrow purrs, climbing onto the bed 
between my legs. “I bet you’ve jerked off a million times with your legs 
restrained like this, haven’t you?” He crawls closer, his soft, hot skin 
brushing my inner thighs, his attention on my heavy erection. 


“Yes, Sir,” I gasp my answer, clenching my fists to resist the urge to 
reach for my cock. 

“Do you do one hand too? Tying yourself to the bed frame as best you 
can all on your own before you play with your aching cock?” He leans in 
and ghosts his lips over the head of my cock. 

“Yes, Sir,” I moan again, my muscles trembling to hold still as my cock 
jerks against his warm, damp lips. He grins and flicks the tip of his tongue 
along my bunched foreskin, dragging another strangled sound from my 
throat. 

“Don’t worry, Pm here now. You can retire the unsatisfying, half- 
restrained jerk sessions and let your Little Sparrow take care of that itch you 
can’t scratch on your own.” I don’t know if he just means that he’s here 
now but might not be later, but my primitive caveman brain takes his words 
as a promise. He’s right, he has owned me since the second I laid eyes on 
him, but that goes both ways. He’s mine too, and there’s nothing I won’t do 
to keep him. There’s no death or destruction that wouldn’t be worth it in 
Sparrow’s name. An involuntary growl rises up in my throat and he 
chuckles, as if he can read the violence in my thoughts and it pleases him. 

He places an open-mouthed kiss to my shaft and then continues his 
ascent up my body with bruising bites and more wet kisses along my skin. 
My muscles jump and tense eagerly under his touch, every mark he leaves 
feeling like a claiming brand. He laves his tongue over each of my nipples, 
the feeling shooting through my cock and tightening around my balls. 

Sparrow shimmies his way up my body to straddle my chest, his hard 
cock swinging just out of reach as he cuffs one wrist and then the other, 
fastening them to the bed frame the same way he did with my legs. Pm 
bound and completely at his mercy, helpless to do anything but look up at 
the man who holds a terrifying amount of power over me. Fear is the last 
thing I feel though. I felt an unfamiliar and unpleasant rush of fear when I 
thought I was about to lose him tonight, but there’s not a damn thing scary 
about putting my life in his hands. 

“If you ever tried to leave, I would find you.” The rough words bypass 
my brain entirely, rumbling through my throat and past my lips, sounding 
every bit the promise and the threat that they are. 

Sparrow laughs again, carding his fingers through my hair and tempting 
me with the tip of his cock barely an inch from my lips. 


“I know,” he says with the hint of a moan under the words, like the 
threat of being stalked by a Mafia hitman is straight out of his wildest wet 
dreams. “And I would let you.” 


SPARROW 

The flare of possessive heat in Xaviaro’s eyes unravels something wild 
inside of me, making my heart beat faster as I slide back down his body and 
bury my face against his throat. I suck a bruise over his Adam's apple, 
feeling it vibrate with his moan. He said he wants to wear a collar of my 
bruises, he wants reminders of my hands and mouth hiding under his 
expensive suits, aching on his skin when he’s hiding behind the mask of 
deadly indifference that keeps him safe and sane. 

I grind my cock against his abs, adding a few more mouth-shaped 
bruises to the collection on his throat. He would hunt me down if I ever 
left? He wouldn’t have far to look. I want to live under his skin. I want to 
handcuff myself to him so I can make sure there isn’t a second in his day 
when this stone cold, needy, perfect man is going unworshipped. 

The persistent, empty ache inside of me spurs my thrusts faster, every 
drag of my erection over the toned ridges of his stomach makes my breath 
catch and my insides heat. I abandon my task of biting a collar around his 
throat and catch his mouth in a deep kiss, tangling our tongues and 
swallowing every helpless whimper he feeds me. 

Will I ever get over the awe of Xaviaro’s submission? The way his jaw 
softens and his lips part, letting me plunder his mouth as he sinks helplessly 
into the bed, is a more powerful rush than holding life and death at my 
fingertips. 

“Do you know how perfect you are for me?” I break the kiss and stare 
into his eyes so I can watch that flickering moment of pleasure he gets from 
my praise. The flutter of his eyelids is just as intoxicating as the way he’s 
splayed for me, bound to the bed and at my mercy. 

I sit up and reach for the lube I left near the bottom of the bed, the foil 
of the condom wrapper crinkling between my fingers as I pluck that up as 
well. I hesitate for a moment, absently tracing the shape of the condom 
through the package with my thumb. I shift back another few inches until I 
can feel the heat of Xaviaro’s cock resting against the crease between my 
ass cheeks. It’s thick and heavy, pulsing eagerly with the beat of his 
thundering heart. I swivel my hips, imagining what it would feel for him to 


pump inside of me completely bare, to fill me with his release and let it drip 
out of my hole later. 

But it doesn’t feel right to make such a big decision when he’s got one 
foot in subspace. He would give me anything right now and I would take it. 

“Ask me, Sir,” Xaviaro says. I glance down to see him eyeing the 
condom just like I am. 

I swallow, keeping my eyes on him for several long moments, searching 
for any sign of hesitation. But all I see is the same eager, relaxed openness 
he always seems to wear when I have him alone like this. 

“Let me take you bare?” 

He groans and his cock twitches against my ass. “Yes, Sir. Please.” 

I toss the condom aside blindly and open the lube, pouring a generous 
amount into my hand before reaching back to wrap my slicked fingers 
around his shaft. I keep my eyes locked on his as I work the lube over his 
stiff cock, watching every twitch and flutter of the muscles in his face and 
every flicker of heat that passes through his eyes. His fingers curl and 
uncurl, helplessly restrained from grabbing me like he wants to. His thighs 
tremble and his lips part on panting breaths as I spread the remainder of the 
lube over my hole and then notch the head of his cock against it. 

I don’t slam myself onto his cock, as much as I want to. The delicious, 
aching torture is half the fun, so instead I rock gently against him, my rim 
softening as I slowly open around his cock, little by little until he finally 
slips inside. 

Xaviaro moans loudly, his body jerking as the tight heat of my entrance 
engulfs the tip of his erection, not even swallowing the entire head yet as I 
keep rocking slowly. My insides feel fluttery and desperate for the stretch of 
his cock, but I keep tight control over myself, bracing my hands on his 
chest and circling my hips in a slow, steady rhythm. He slips in another inch 
and I gasp this time, clenching around him just to feel the sting and pressure 
of being filled by him for the first time. 

A needy, eager quiver in my gut begs me to give up this teasing game 
and ride him hard the way we both want it. But I resist it. I need this. I need 
control, not only over Xaviaro, but over myself right now. I need just a few 
minutes of perfect order in a world of chaos. 

I push my wet hair off my forehead and drag my blunt fingernails over 
his hardened nipples, drawing another guttural, pleasured sound from him, 
his cock twitching inside of me. My balls tighten and I let out a slow breath 


as I sink down another inch. Just one at a time until my cock is weeping 
precum against Xaviaro’s belly and sweat is starting to bead on my back. 

He looks up at me with a beautifully tortured expression on his face, his 
eyebrows creased and his eyes hazy with an overdose of lust. His teeth bite 
into his bottom lip as I clench and tease myself with all but the final inch of 
his cock, so close to the moment when Pll let myself lose control, but 
savoring every tensely coiled lick of heat inside me before I let it happen. 

My ears perk at the sound of a floorboard creaking in the hallway 
outside of his bedroom, followed by the unmistakable shuffle of footsteps. 
My pulse spikes and a grin spreads over my lips. 

“I think we woke your friend,” I whisper, unsure how well anyone 
might be able to hear through the door. “Do you think he knows what a 
good fuck toy you are? Tied to the bed for my pleasure.” 

A ragged moan bursts from Xaviaro’s lips and I finally claim the last 
inch of his cock, throwing my head back as I sink all the way down. 

“Sparrow. Sir. Fuck,” he babbles, his hips twitching the limited amount 
they’re able to. 

I let out a loud moan of my own. I don’t know a damn thing about the 
nosy man on the other side of the door, but just in case he’s ever dared to 
have a filthy thought about my man, I’m more than happy to make things 
clear for him. Thoughts of the drunk mobster are fleeting though as I fuck 
myself faster and harder on Xaviaro’s cock, forgetting everything except for 
the feeling of him underneath me and the twisted pleasure on his face. An 
entire marching band could set up in his hallway and I doubt I would notice. 

The bed creaks and groans, creating an instrumental track to accompany 
the grunts and moans on both our lips. I fall forward to catch Xaviaro’s 
mouth in a sloppy kiss that refuses to stay connected through the rutting 
thrusts of me fucking myself on his cock. I settle for breathing in all of his 
exhales, tugging and stroking his hair, feeling the warmth of his skin 
radiating against mine as I push him closer and closer to the edge. 

“How good do you think you could be for me?” I ask breathlessly, 
letting out a shuddering whine when I find my prostate with his cock. “Do 
you think you could hold yourself back from coming if I told you to? Could 
you fight the overwhelming wave of pleasure of feeling my orgasm clench 
and shiver through me without giving in?” 

“Fuck,” he gasps. “Anything... Sir. My body and my heart are all 
yours.” 


I didn’t expect such an earnest response to my dirty talk, but the 
intensity in his tone, the weight of his words make my head spin. 
Everything inside of me tightens and heats, electricity dancing along my 
spine as I use him to peg my prostate again and again, my cock jerking 
wildly, completely untouched. 

“Don’t come,” I growl through clenched teeth before slamming my 
mouth fully against his and letting out a muffled cry. My orgasm hits me 
forcefully, my hole clenching and fluttering around Xaviaro’s cock as I 
grind and fuck myself, spilling sticky ropes of cum all over his skin while 
he feeds me muffled sounds around my tongue. 

His cock stays rock hard, twitching desperately inside me with his effort 
to hold back his own pleasure. Fuck, he’s such a good boy. He’s everything. 
I break the kiss and murmur praise, my hips still twitching as I come down 
from the high of my orgasm, my balls tingling and my cock slowly 
softening. 

“You’re such a good boy. Fuck, you’re incredible. Come for me, 
Xaviaro.” I lean back and ride him hard again, gasping at the pressure 
against my oversensitive prostate as he lets loose a strangled cry and 
immediately starts to throb and pulse inside of me. “Good boy,” I gasp over 
and over until he shudders and sags into the bed, his skin flushed and his 
chest heaving. 

The wet rush of his cum that accompanies his softening cock slipping 
from my hole makes me feel filthy and horny all over again. I lean over 
Xaviaro, lapping at the salty sweat glistening on his skin as I make my way 
up to his restrained wrists. 

“Not yet,” he murmurs hoarsely. 

“Okay. Five more minutes, then they really should come off,” I bargain, 
cuddling up to him instead. 

“Kay,” he agrees, turning his head and lazily brushing his lips against 
my forehead. 

“Hey, Xav.” I rest my head on his bicep gently and reach up to brush a 
stray strand of hair off of his forehead. 

“Mm?” he hums, his eyes half closed, still floating in that peaceful 
place only I have the pleasure of sending him to. 

“Thanks for saving my life.” 

His lips twitch into a grin and he lets out a soft chuckle. “Anytime.” 
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Chapter 14 


SPARROW 
WAKING UP AS THE big spoon to a big, tough mobster who’s purring 
softly in his sleep is a kind of fucking heaven I probably don’t deserve. But 
it’s one I’ll claim all the same. I nuzzle my nose against the warm skin 
between Xaviaro’s shoulder blades and tighten my arms around him. He 
makes another sweet, sleepy noise that’s almost enough to make me forget 
that anything outside this room exists for a few minutes. 

There’s an ache in my throat each time I swallow, but outside of that, 
most of last night feels like a fever dream. I fucked up, that much is clear. 
And I can’t afford another mistake that big. I just want to put those last two 
assholes six feet under... or however fucking deep that ravine is preferably, 
because digging a human sized hole sounds like a pain in the ass. Once 
they’re no longer tainting the air with every fucking breath they take, PI 
finally be able to breathe properly again. I’ll finally be able to think about 
what comes next in a real way. 

“Murder thoughts should never come before coffee,” Xaviaro murmurs 
in a sleep-rough voice. 

I chuckle and brush my lips against his shoulder. “Who said I was 
thinking murder thoughts?” 

“Weren’t you?” 

“Only vague ones. No blood or guts.” I shrug. Vague murder thoughts 
shouldn’t count. 


He rumbles a laugh and reaches for my hand, stopping the absent circles 
I’m drawing on his thigh. A flicker of pain makes me tense as he pulls my 
hand out from under the covers. 

“T forgot to clean this out last night,” he murmurs. “It stopped bleeding, 
so it must not need stitches.” 

I tug my hand back, flexing it into a fist to check the pain level. There’s 
a bruise and a decently deep cut that seems to have scabbed over, but 
otherwise I’m no worse for wear. 

“Tt’s fine,” I assure him. “I would do absolutely filthy things for a cup of 
coffee if you’re really desperate for a way to take care of me this morning 
though.” 

“Oh yeah? How filthy?” he teases, rolling over to face me. 

His hair is messy and his eyes are red and puffy from sleep. There are 
lines on his cheek from his pillow and his morning breath could stop a man 
in their tracks even faster than his deadly glare normally does. It’s like I’m 
looking at the alternate universe version of Xaviaro, without the expensive 
suit and careful grooming, every aspect of his appearance curated to have a 
specific effect on the people who dare to look at him at all. My heart 
stumbles over its own beats and I bring my fingers up to ghost them along 
the already fading lines. 

“What?” Xaviaro asks, his eyebrows creasing. 

“You’re beautiful,’ I answer, which only seems to intensify his 
confusion. 

He frowns and opens his mouth, maybe to argue, or maybe to ask if I’m 
just trying to sweet talk him into that coffee. I’m not sure because I cut him 
off with a kiss before he can say anything. It’s just a rough press of my 
mouth against his, chaste and demanding at the same time. He melts for me 
like he always does, parting his lips and giving me anything I want to claim, 
which happens to be all of him. 

I graze my teeth over his bottom lip before releasing him. I comb my 
fingers through his hair to tame it, then climb over him to get out of bed, 
even though I could easily have gone the other direction. I can feel his eyes 
on my backside like a physical touch as I saunter towards the bathroom, 
pausing in the doorway to look at him over my shoulder. He’s sitting up in 
bed now, the sheets pooled around his waist, his neck and chest covered in 
the bruises I left all over him last night. 


“I take my coffee strong. Please and thank you.” I flash him a cheeky 
grin before closing the door behind me. 

My clothes are right where I left them last night—in a heap on the 
bathroom floor with my leather sheath and dagger lying right on top. 
There’s a damp washcloth on the sink that I tossed there after removing 
Xaviaro’s cuffs and cleaning us both up. I pick it up and drop it into the 
nearby hamper, then turn on the sink. 

I don’t allow my eyes to linger on the bruises around my throat, 
focusing on the tenderness Xaviaro left behind instead while I wash my 
face and help myself to his toothbrush. Then, I dress in my clothes from last 
night, finding comfort in the weight of my dagger as I strap it to my body. 
When I step back out of the bathroom, the bed is empty and neatly made, 
everything perfectly in order, exactly the way I would expect from Xaviaro. 

The smell of coffee brewing and the sound of murmuring voices 
beckons me down the hallway, leading me straight into the kitchen. I stop in 
the doorway, taking another second to appreciate the sight of Xaviaro 
relaxed and dressed down. He’s put on a pair of plaid pajama pants and a 
black t-shirt that hugs his broad shoulders in a way that should be criminal, 
his feet left bare. It’s all so casual, so strangely intimate. Which might be 
why my first reaction to remembering that we’re not alone is the 
inexplicable urge to gouge Elio Moretti’s eyes out. 

Nothing personal, I don’t even know the man. But he’s sitting at 
Xaviaro’s table like he’s been there a million times, looking at my murder 
marshmallow with a smirk twisting his full, pretty lips, and my hand 
twitches immediately towards the knife tucked under my shirt. He sweeps 
his attention in my direction and a toothy smile stretches over my lips. Fine, 
it’s possibly closer to a snarl than a smile. 

Elio gives me a once-over, his grin fading when he reaches the 
expression on my face. 

“Huh,” he says, and I tilt my head to one side, arching an eyebrow at 
him. 

“Problem?” I ask. 

“No. You’re just not exactly what I was picturing,” he answers, his tone 
completely casual like it’s nothing more than an observation. 

“Not what you were picturing?” I echo, walking over to the table and 
bracing my hands on the back of a chair across from where he’s sitting. 
“You mean when you had your ear pressed to Xaviaro’s bedroom door last 


night with your dick in your hand, listening to us fuck? I’m curious, do you 
make a habit of desperately humping his bedroom door when you stay over 
or were you just jealous?” 

Elio’s expression is stoic for a moment before he snorts and then chokes 
on barely suppressed laughter. 

“Damn, Xavi, you picked a scary one, didn’t you?” He folds his hands 
casually on the table, and now that I’m standing closer, I can see the effects 
of his drinking binge the night before. There are dark circles under his 
bloodshot eyes and a generally ragged look about his skin. Dude is 
hungover with a capital H. 

Xaviaro’s only response is a chuckle, his back still towards us as he 
stands over the stove with a spatula in one hand. 

“T’ll take that as a compliment,” I say, spinning the chair around and 
straddling it, folding my arms over the backrest and resting my chin on top 
of them. “But seriously, stay the fuck away from his bedroom or I will 
fucking cut you. Capiche?” My bad Italian accent makes them both snicker. 

“Relax, Cujo. He might as well be my brother. Besides, he’s the one 
with cuff-burn on his wrists this morning, which makes him even less my 
type than he already was.” He waves off my concern and then glances back 
at Xaviaro, wrinkling his nose at the smell of eggs and bacon now wafting 
from the stove. 

“Good boy,” I say with a mixture of sweetness and teasing, getting up 
from my seat and crossing the kitchen towards the refrigerator. 

Xav glances at me as I help myself, rifling around inside until I find 
what I’m looking for. Luckily, his spice cabinet is well stocked as well, 
offering everything I need to whip up a drink for Elio. I carry the glass back 
over to the table and set it down in front of him. 

“What’s this?” He picks it up and sniffs it with another grimace. 

“Tomato juice for the B-vitamins, salt and a dash of sugar for the 
electrolytes, and a sprinkle of curry spice for the turmeric. It tastes like ass 
but I guarantee you’ll be feeling good as new in half an hour.” I nudge the 
glass towards him. “Drink up.” 

My bossy voice works just as well on Elio as it always does on Xaviaro. 
He picks up the glass, shooting me one more wary look, then gulps the 
contents down as quickly as he can. His color is already looking better and 
his eyes are more alert and fresh by the time Xaviaro sets a plate in front of 
me a few minutes later. 


He stands over Elio, holding another plate in his hand and looking down 
at the disheveled mobster. 

“Do we need to talk about what inspired you to spend a night pickling 
your liver?” Xaviaro asks. 

“Nope,” Elio answers simply. 

“Good,” is all Xaviaro says, setting the plate down in front of his friend 
and returning to the counter to get his own before joining us at the table. 

I shake my head at their deep heart to heart. Not that the conversation 
would’ve gone much differently if Pd been involved. Repress your trauma 
or use it to fuel a deadly vendetta, that’s what I always say. Let’s be real, 
deadly vendettas are so much more fun than therapy. 

“So, who the fuck are you anyway?” Elio asks, digging into his eggs 
like a starving man. I’m more focused on the coffee Xaviaro set down in 
front of me, picking it up and gulping it down like it’s mana from the 
heavens, completely ignoring the burn in my throat and on my tongue. 

“Sparrow. Who the fuck are you?” I arch an eyebrow challengingly, 
even though I already know the answer. 

“Elio Moretti. Second in line for the throne if my big brother ever kicks 
it, and in this line of business, let’s be real, it’s a possibility.” He shrugs one 
shoulder casually and bites into a crispy strip of bacon. 

“Enzo isn’t going to kick it. He’s too fucking stubborn to bother dying,” 
Xaviaro argues. 

“Thank fuck for that,” Elio mutters. “Christ knows I couldn’t run a 
criminal empire with the finesse he does. I’m much better at playing nice 
with the people he pisses off and nodding along with all of his ideas.” 

I listen silently, filing away the tidbits of information that might come in 
handy at some point. 

“Speaking of,” Xaviaro says, tilting his wrist like he’s checking a non- 
existent watch, then flicking his eyes to the clock on the stove instead. 
“We’re going to need to haul ass pretty soon or we’ll be late for the 
morning meeting.” 

The image of a bunch of mafiosos sitting around a conference table in a 
brightly lit corporate meeting room, sharing a box of stale donuts between 
them puts a smile on my face. 

“Oh, yeah, Enz said to bring your man,” Elio says off-handedly, but the 
news freezes Xaviaro on the spot. 


His relaxed expression hardens to the same blank, stony one that I’ve 
seen him wear when he’s on the job, his shoulders stiffening and his entire 
body going still. 

“When did he say that?” 

Elio shrugs again, reaching into his pocket and pulling out his cell 
phone. He taps the screen for a moment before answering. “He texted at 
four this morning,” he says, turning the screen towards Xaviaro, who 
frowns as he reads the displayed message. 

“Let me see,” I demand, leaning across the table and snatching the 
phone out of Elio’s hand without waiting for a response. 

LORENZO: I have something to discuss that pertains to X’s friend. 
Bring him this morning. 

“Wow. A personal invite to gossip over coffee with the most powerful 
man in the city. Aren’t I the belle of the ball.” I flutter my eyelashes and 
toss the phone back to Elio. He fumbles but catches it before it can land 
face down on the table. 

“What does he want to discuss?” Xaviaro asks, his voice just as cool 
and controlled as the rest of his body language. 

“How the fuck should I know?” Elio asks, scraping the last of his eggs 
onto his fork and shoveling them into his mouth. 

My plate is only half finished, but I stand up from the table and carry it 
over to the sink to scrape the remainder down the garbage disposal. 

“Come on, Killer. It doesn’t sound like we have time to waste.” I keep 
the command gentle, tipping my head towards the hallway. 

Xaviaro rises from the table, dumps his plate as well, and follows me. 
His easy shift from submissive boyfriend to Mafia hitman with ice in his 
veins is boner inducing to say the least. But I would be lying if I said that 
my hackles aren’t up just a little, wondering what the hell someone like 
Lorenzo Moretti would want to talk to me about. Whatever it is, P1 handle 
it like I handle everything else—with an unearned sense of confidence and 
the bone-deep belief that I’ve already faced the worst moment in my life, 
which makes me indestructible. 


XAVIARO 
I ignore the feeling tightening in my chest as I follow Sparrow back to 
my bedroom. I pull the numbness around me like a blanket, fending off the 
panic that wants to creep in. It won’t help anything. If Lorenzo wanted 
Sparrow dead, he wouldn’t need to invite him for a meeting to do it. 


The bullet I almost took to the back of the head yesterday is all the 
reminder I needed that I have to work harder to keep a wall up between all 
the distracting things Sparrow makes me feel and the deadly job I have to 
do day in and day out. I won’t last long otherwise, and my vengeful little 
bird will have a whole new killing spree to start on. It would be a bad time 
all around. 

As soon as my bedroom door swings closed behind me, Sparrow stops 
in his tracks and spins to face me with controlled determination etched into 
his expression. 

“You’re worried about me,” he says, taking a step forward and grabbing 
a fistful of the hem of my shirt, tugging it up without giving me a chance to 
answer. “But worrying about me is a distraction. You told me before that 
emotions get you killed, and I believe that’s true. For you.” 

“For you too,” I argue, letting the weight of last night hang in the air 
without putting words to it. 

He doesn’t acknowledge my comment, he just takes my shirt with him, 
stuffing it into the hamper next to my dresser and then bending over to open 
the bottom drawer. It only takes him a few seconds to find what he’s 
looking for—a bundle of red nylon ropes, knotted exactly the way they 
came out of the package a year ago. 

All the careful indifference in the world can’t keep my heart from 
speeding up as he approaches me with the rope, unraveling it with a single 
expert tug at one end. It feels like there’s a metaphor there. Am I the rope? 

He stops in front of me, holding my gaze silently for several beats, a 
steady confidence in his eyes. 

“Arms up,” he says, and I do as he says, my attention still on him with 
curiosity as he loops the rope around the middle of my chest, just below my 
nipples. The material is soft against my skin and the deftness of his fingers 
as he wraps it around, creating loops and knots to secure it into place is 
distracting. Enough that I manage to forget for a few minutes that Lorenzo 
specially requested his presence for a meeting this morning. 

“Your protective instincts are hot as fuck and I know this is your world, 
not mine,” he says eventually, his voice just as controlled and even as his 
movements, twisting and tying the rope into a harness around me. “But I’m 
not your damsel in distress and I refuse to be the reason you get yourself 
killed. I got your gun off of you without you noticing, I’ve had blood on my 


hands, and even before I came fucking unglued, I’ve never had a problem 
bringing men to their knees.” 

The slide of the rope against my skin and the smooth venom in his tone 
have my cock swelling and, surprisingly, my focus crystalizing. 

“So, is this some kind of exposure therapy? Tie me up and make me 
horny, then send me into this meeting to be the emotionless mobster I need 
to be?” I ask with a twitch of amusement. 

“No.” Sparrow finishes the last knot and then strides to my closet, 
throwing the door open and plucking out the first black button-up hanging 
there, still wrapped in plastic from the dry cleaners. He tears into the plastic 
then slides the shirt off of the hanger, carrying it over to me. I reach for it, 
sliding it on with a shrug of my shoulders. 

“What then?” I ask as he starts on the buttons, working his way down, 
hiding the red rope harness behind the facade of my usual uniform. 

“Its to remind you that I’m in charge and I’m telling you to keep your 
head clear when you’re working. When this suit comes off at the end of the 
night, that’s when you’re allowed to worry about me again.” The authority 
in his tone sends a hot shiver down my spine, and I nod. 

“Yes, Sir.” 

A slow smile spreads over his lips and he presses himself up onto his 
tiptoes to catch my lips in a bruisingly rough kiss. 

“Good boy,” he murmurs. “Finish getting dressed, I need a second cup 
of coffee before shit jumps off.” 

He leaves me alone with the ghost of his touch still on my skin and his 
scent lingering in my bedroom. I don’t know if he actually wanted more 
coffee or if he could tell that I need a few minutes to let his words fully sink 
in and get my head right once and for all. The rope harness under my suit is 
the perfect metaphor, actually. I can have all the dangerous vulnerability 
that Sparrow offers, but to the rest of the world, I’m the same deadly Mafia 
hitman I’ve always been. 

I join him in the kitchen a few minutes later, fully dressed and no longer 
clawing for the safety of deadened emotions. That never served me anyway. 
I don’t need to be numb, I just need to be controlled. 

“Ready?” I ask, my gaze flickering between Sparrow and Elio, grinning 
like old friends over fresh cups of coffee. 

“Let’s do it,” Elio says, pushing back from the table, letting the coffee in 
his mug slosh over the sides and splash onto the marble surface. 


“Hey,” Sparrow barks before Elio can get too far. “Respect Xaviaro’s 
place. Come back here and clean this up.” 

I flatten my lips to fight off a grin at the way Elio’s expression goes 
from incredulous to defiant to sheepish in seconds flat under Sparrow’s 
stern gaze, his arms crossed over his chest. He doesn’t move a muscle until 
Elio’s cup is cleared, washed, and put in the dish rack by the sink, and the 
spilled coffee is wiped off the table. 

“Thank you,” Sparrow says, picking up his own mug and carrying it to 
the sink to clean as well. 

Amusement and affection war inside of me. My little bird wasn’t 
bluffing, he really can bring any man to heel with a snap of his fingers. 
Let’s just hope he can charm Lorenzo Moretti as thoroughly. 
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Chapter 15 


SPARROW 
AFTER MY HEAD CANON about Mafia board rooms, the last place I 
expect to end up is an all-male strip club. 

“This where the Morettis do all their business?” I ask, craning my neck 
to follow the sway of a very perky bare ass framed by a black jockstrap, I’m 
sure there’s a man attached to it as well, but fuck if I could pick him out of a 
lineup. 

“More or less,” Xaviaro answers, sounding rather bored by the whole 
thing. He straightens his already perfectly even tie and slows his steps, his 
attention zeroing in on a table just ahead of us where three men in suits are 
already seated. Elio is missing, of course, no doubt still trying to remember 
where he left his car during his drinking binge last night. 

I assess each one of them as we approach. All three of them have dark 
hair and olive skin, just like I expected, and two of them are wearing the 
standard issue Mafia suits—high end, unwrinkled, classic. It makes the 
other man’s fashion choice stand out even more than it already would have 
if he were sitting on his own. His suit is peacock teal with a black-and-gold 
vest underneath. It’s bold, all signs pointing to him being the Big Boss... 
except, I don’t think he is. Something about him is too casual, like a man 
who gets plenty of sleep every night, not someone who has the weight of an 
entire criminal enterprise resting on his shoulders. 

When we reach the table, one of the men in black stands up, his 
movements confident and fluid, commanding without him needing to utter a 


single word. Lorenzo Moretti. 

He doesn’t even spare me a look, his eyes immediately on Xaviaro, his 
expression tight with just a hint of softness underneath that I doubt he wants 
anyone to notice. Like a parent reprimanding their child, they’re not mad, 
they’re just disappointed. Ugh, the worst. 

“You realize if you were anyone else, you’d already have a bullet in 
your head, right?” he asks blandly. A threat? A warning? Maybe just an 
intimidation tactic for my benefit. Who the fuck knows. What I do know is 
that my blood boils instantly. 

I round the table towards the man, my eyes narrowed as I point a finger 
right at his face. 

“Hey, I don’t know who the fuck you—” I’m cut off by Xaviaro’s hand 
across my mouth. He yanks me back against his large, sturdy body. 

“Lorenzo Moretti,” he answers the clearly rhetorical question I didn’t 
get the chance to finish asking. 

I shove his hand away, my hackles still up and my blood still rushing in 
my ears. Seriously, I don’t care who this asshole is. Lorenzo Moretti is 
about to find out who the fuck I am. 

“T don’t give a fuck.” I step towards Lorenzo again, setting my jaw and 
glaring at him. “You think keeping the people who work for you afraid for 
their lives is the only way to hold on to power? It’s weak as fuck, dude. 
Loyalty isn’t earned through fear and threats.” 

He furrows his brow and flattens his lips. Weeks ago, I ran scared from 
Xaviaro, terrified that he was going to murder me for breaking his nose. But 
I’m not that version of myself anymore. I thought I was tough shit then, and 
compared to the pampered, soft man I used to be, I was. I’ve killed a man, 
I’ve stared down my own mortality, and I’ve learned that the only way to 
survive among criminals and killers is to swing your ego around like you 
have the biggest dick in the room. 

There’s a single beat of silence before I notice amusement dancing in 
Lorenzo’s hazel eyes. He barks out a laugh, his eyes flickering over my 
head towards Xaviaro. 

“Is he fucking insane?” 

“A little bit,” Xaviaro answers. 

“Excuse you,” I scoff. At Xav’s answer or maybe at the big, bad Mafia 
boss for asking it, I’m not really sure. 


“You realize I could have you killed, right?” Lorenzo asks matter-of- 
factly. 

“Yeah, yeah.” I wave a hand dismissively. “Either do it or give up the 
intimidation bullshit and tell me why you wanted to meet me.” 

The other men are holding their breath, and I can practically feel 
Xaviaro’s unnatural stillness behind me, all of them waiting to see if their 
boss is going to pull his gun or let me live to tell my tale of mouthing off to 
the one and only Lorenzo Moretti. Another chuckle slips out of his mouth 
and he takes his seat again, picking up the steaming mug in front of him and 
taking a sip. 

“I get it,” he says, the statement seemingly directed at Xaviaro. “Sit.” 
That one is for me as he gestures at the chair to his right. 

I pull it out and take a seat. My muscles quiver but I hold back the 
relieved breath that wants to rattle from my chest. Xaviaro pulls out the 
chair on my other side and sits down as well. The other two men are still 
watching with silent caution. The one in the peacock suit is looking 
anywhere but at Lorenzo, and the other one, who was previously reclining 
with his feet up on the table and his chair tilted back, is now sitting up 
straight like a kid afraid he’s going to be called into the principal's office. 
Elio finally joins us as well, completely oblivious to the guarded tension 
lingering around the table as he approaches with a big, dopey grin as if he 
wasn’t half dead from a hangover an hour ago. 

“Pm Sparrow, by the way.” I thrust a hand towards Lorenzo. His lips 
twitch again and he takes it in a firm handshake. 

“I know. And Enzo is fine,” he says. Based on the way Peacock Suit’s 
eyebrows jump up, I’m guessing that the privilege of calling the boss by a 
nickname is a rare one. 

I grin and lean back in my seat, crossing one leg over the other and 
glancing around the table again. Xaviaro takes it upon himself to introduce 
the others now that it’s clear this meeting isn’t going to tum into a 
bloodbath. 

“Salvatore Moretti,” he says, pointing to the man in the teal suit, who 
inclines his head and then reaches across the table to shake my hand. 
“Alessio Bianchi.” Alessio flashes me a charming smile and shamelessly 
gives me a once-over. “And Elio Moretti.” Xaviaro introduces the 
underboss like I didn’t already threaten him and then mix up a hangover 


cure for him this morning, so I pretend it’s our first time meeting and shake 
his hand as well. 

“Do I have to pay for a lap dance to get one of those lattes or what?” I 
ask once introductions are completed. 

A deep chuckle rumbles behind me and I turn my head to see a gorgeous 
man with copper skin and even darker hair and eyes than the rest of the men 
at the table. He’s not wearing anything but a pair of tight leather shorts that 
show off an impressive bulge, and he’s waxed bare save for a strip of black 
hair that starts just below his belly button and disappears into his shorts. 
Most importantly, he’s carrying a tray with three more steaming mugs that 
smell like heaven on earth. 

“Tf you still want that lap dance, just come find me after the meeting,” 
he says, shooting me a wink as he sets one of the mugs down in front of me, 
offering the other two to Xaviaro and Elio. 

“Watch it, Dante. Xaviaro’s already pissed a circle around this charming 
little psychopath,” Alessio says. “Figuratively speaking... I’m assuming.” 

Xaviaro neither confirms nor denies, keeping the same stony expression 
he’s been wearing since I tied the harness under his clothes. I smirk at 
Alessio, leaving him to wonder what types of kink we get up to behind 
closed doors, and take a sip of my latte. 

“Shame. He’s a pretty one,” Dante says with a sigh, giving me another 
flirty look before strutting away with a sway that jiggles his half-exposed 
ass cheeks with every step. 

Lorenzo clears his throat and we all drag our eyes away from Dante’s 
ass. Well, all of us except for Xaviaro, who seems like he hardly would 
have noticed if the gorgeous stripper had been fully naked. Damn, when 
he’s in stone cold mode, he’s unflappable. Why is that so fucking hot? 

“What’ve you got for us, boss?” he asks, jerking his chin towards the 
tan folder on the table in front of Lorenzo. 

He flips open the folder and slides it across the table towards us. I lean 
over to get a look at the photos. At first, I have no clue what exactly Pm 
supposed to be seeing other than a bunch of unwashed dudes talking to 
some other, much more put-together dudes. But it only takes me a minute to 
notice the Sleepless Reapers patch that the unwashed dudes are wearing in 
every picture. My pulse speeds up instantly and I search the faces for either 
of the two men who are left on my list. None of them are familiar though. 


“Goddammit,” Xaviaro mutters, shoving the photos away again and 
scowling. “The Fitzpatricks?” 

“The Fitzpatricks,” Lorenzo confirms solemnly. 

“Who the fuck are the Fitzpatricks?” 


XAVIARO 

I dart a glance towards Elio. Is this what he was trying to tell me last 
night? He didn’t know about my vested interest in the Sleepless Reapers at 
the moment, but the Fitzpatricks getting into bed with the biggest thorn in 
the Morettis’ side? Yeah, that’s some serious fucking news. 

“Bunch of Irish cunts,” Alessio answers Sparrow’s question. 

“Fine. What the fuck do I care about them then?” 

“Can men be cunts?” Elio asks, tilting his head curiously like a little 
puppy. 

“Sure they can. That’s sexist, man,” Salvatore argues. 

“How is it sexist?” Elio frowns. 

“Women can be dicks, men can be cunts. You’ve gotta break your 
gendered thinking,” Alessio says, tapping his temple for emphasis. 

“A bunch of Irish assholes, how’s that for gender neutral?” Sparrow cuts 
in. “Why should I care?” He repeats his question with audible frustration. 

“The Fitzpatricks are Irish Mafia,” I answer. “They’ve been expanding 
just outside our territory for five years now. They’re careful to never 
actually step a toe over the line, but they get damn close. They’re looking 
for trouble, but they’re hoping we’ ll be the ones to start it.” 

Sparrow looks at the pictures again, his jaw ticking as he absorbs the 
information. 

“And they’re in bed with the Reapers now. Or at least getting friendly 
with them,” he summarizes, chewing on his bottom lip for half a second 
before shrugging and fixing Enzo with a bored look. “I don’t give a shit. 
Your dick measuring contest with a bunch of fire crotch idiots has fuck all 
to do with me. Is that everything?” He pushes his chair back from the table 
and makes a move to get up. 

“A week ago, you went parading around the city playing Mafia enforcer 
with the weight of the Moretti name behind you,” Lorenzo says in a 
dangerously calm tone that even Sparrow seems to know better than to 
cross. He plops himself fully back into his seat and leans his elbows on the 
table, silently listening to the rest of what the boss has to say. “As far as the 
Fitzpatricks, or anyone else, are concerned, you’re with The Family now. If 


the club is under the protection of the Irish, letting you pick them off one by 
one could be seen as an act of war.” 

“Tt’s not one by one. It’s two more fucking lowlifes and then I’m done,” 
Sparrow argues. Lorenzo levels him with a bland look and my little bird 
curses. “God fucking dammit all to hell. This is complete bullshit.” 

He actually does stand up from the table this time, but he doesn’t go far. 
He just paces a few steps away, running his hands roughly through his hair 
before stomping back. 

“Sparrow,” I say his name calmly, nudging his chair out, but he ignores 
it. 

“So, that’s it? A few pictures of some red-headed assholes in suits 
talking to a couple of meth-head bikers and you’re telling me I have to 
stand down? What happens if I don’t? I don’t work for you,” he rages. 

“He kills you, kid,” Salvatore answers for Lorenzo. 

My blood would run cold if it weren’t already pure ice. I hold myself 
perfectly still, refusing to let so much as a cheek twitch. 

Sparrow eyes Salvatore and then Lorenzo, seeming to gauge the 
seriousness of the threat. I see the exact moment the fight drains out of him, 
his shoulders sagging as he lowers himself into his seat again. 

“Enzo, these men didn’t just kill my brother, they brutalized him.” He 
looks over at Elio and then back at Lorenzo, hitting the boss with some big, 
round puppy dog eyes. The words find their target, making Enzo shift in his 
seat and clear his throat, which is practically an emotional outburst from 
him. 

“I understand your position, I do. And I think you’re misunderstanding 
what this means for us.” Lorenzo’s attention zeroes in on me. “The 
Sleepless Reapers operate within the city limits, which is solidly Moretti 
territory. If the Fitzpatricks are working with them, then they’re no longer 
flirting with our boundary lines, they’re stepping right over them and 
waving the middle finger at us.” 

A menacing growl rumbles low in my throat and I nod. “Maybe they’re 
outright asking for a war,” I conclude. 

“Exactly. Best case scenario, they’re simply playing nice with the 
Reapers to gain leverage. Either way, this is officially a Moretti problem.” 
He turns his head to address Sparrow again. “What I’m asking is for you to 
stand down until I can make some decisions about how to proceed from 
here.” 


Sparrow works his jaw silently for several seconds before nodding. 

“Fine, Pll wait... for now. But it sounds like you’re going to need to 
crush the Reapers one way or another, and I want to be there when you do. I 
want the fuckers who took my brother from me.” 

Lorenzo inclines his head. “Done.” 

“A war! How exciting,” Alessio says gleefully, but from where I’m 
sitting, it doesn’t look like Lorenzo has a hell of a lot of enthusiasm for the 
idea. I don’t blame him. War means a lot of dead bodies, and they’re never 
limited to just the enemy’s. 

“You can go,” Enzo says. “Except for Xaviaro and his unhinged 
associate.” 

Sparrow grins at the way Lorenzo refers to him. The other three get up 
and take their leave, off to run their own comers of the Moretti empire. 

“To be clear,” Lorenzo says as soon as we’re alone, “my comment when 
you arrived about getting a bullet in the head wasn’t a threat. We both know 
how distracted you’ve been lately and if you weren’t my best friend, well... 
let’s not pretend that our relationship hasn’t made me soft when it comes to 
you.” A flicker of a smile passes over his lips. “But I’m not the only one in 
this city who carries a gun.” 

He’s referring to my near miss yesterday. Or, more likely, to all the 
potential near misses I could face on any given day if I don’t have my shit 
together and my head in the game. 

“I know,” I say gruffly, the soft weight of the rope harness around my 
chest all I can think about for a moment before I pull my attention fully 
back to my boss and best friend. “I have it under control now,” I assure him. 

“Good, because I refuse to attend your funeral.” If I didn’t know any 
better, I’d swear there was a slight hitch of emotion in his voice. 

“That’s fine, you can just roll my body into the ravine and skip all the 
pomp and ceremony,” I say, letting a hint of humor seep into my cool tone. 

“Please,” Enzo scoffs. “My body rolling days are over. There have to be 
at least a few benefits to being the boss around here.” 

I let out a chuckle at that one and Sparrow shakes his head. 

“This is possibly very touching,” he says dryly. 

“I can see what Xaviaro likes about you. Don’t get him killed,” Lorenzo 
says. 

“Wouldn’t dream of it.” The words are flippant, but there’s the weight 
of a promise in Sparrow’s tone. 


Lorenzo stands up and fixes his suit jacket, a signal that this little heart 
to heart is officially over. He has strategizing to do and fuck knows what 
else piled on his plate. He comes around the table, surprising me by pulling 
me into a hug as soon as I stand. He pats my back roughly before releasing 
me. 

“Don’t take him on any more rounds unless you want to put him on the 
payroll,” he says sternly. 

“You got it, boss.” I put an arm around Sparrow’s shoulders. I need to 
take him home and get to work. Not only do I have my regular collection 
rounds, but it sounds like there might be a war to prepare for. 

I squint against the sunlight as we step outside, leaving the dim lighting 
of the club behind us. When we reach my car, I stop before opening the 
door for Sparrow, using my grip on his shoulder to turn him towards me. 

“You'll behave, won’t you, little bird?” I ask with one hand under his 
chin, searching his eyes for the truth. Will I have to go back to stalking his 
every move to keep him from making an impulsive decision about the 
Reapers? 

He sighs, tilting his face towards mine like he’s waiting for a kiss. I lean 
in and brush my mouth against his, a quiet moan rumbling in my throat 
from the sharp nip he gives my bottom lip. 

“Pll behave,” he promises. “For now.” 
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Chapter 16 


SPARROW 
I MEASURE MY PACE to make sure I’m never close enough for Big Bass 
to realize he’s being followed, but close enough that I don’t lose him. The 
not-losing-him part is actually pretty fucking easy considering he’s a 
hulking six-some feet tall with a lumbering gait like he’s the goddamn 
butler to the Addam’s Family. 

My muscles coil with frustration and my fingers itch to wrap around the 
handle of my dagger. I feel like a lion at a zoo, fruitlessly stalking back and 
forth in front of the unbreakable glass, the taste of blood on my tongue 
without any hope of quenching the thirst. Not today, anyway. 

Big Bass reaches his apartment building and I hang back, watching until 
he disappears inside where he’s going to spend another night safe and sound 
instead of joining his fucking friends at the bottom of the ravine. I blow out 
a frustrated breath and turn my ass around to head back the way I came. 

I consider hailing a cab, but the walk will do me some good. It’s only a 
dozen or so blocks back to Xaviaro’s place, no more than a mile. Of course, 
in Wildcliff, a mile might as well be an entirely different world. It’s too nice 
of an area to borrow any of the neighbors’ cars and every building has a 
doorman. There are definitely some benefits to the fact that I’ve hardly been 
back to my own apartment in two weeks. Reliable hot water is one. The 
distinct lack of the dulcet sounds of domestic violence coming from 
neighboring units is another. And, of course, waking up next to Xaviaro 


every morning hasn’t exactly sucked... although he usually does. I snort at 
the double entendre as I reach the main entrance to his building. 

“Afternoon, Sir,” Parker greets me. 

“I told you to stop with the ‘sir’ stuff,” I remind him with a friendly 
smile. I’ve always found honorifics a little weird outside of kink situations, 
and at this point, I really don’t want to hear that word on anyone’s lips but 
Xaviaro’s. 

“Sorry, Si...” He catches himself and clears his throat. “Sparrow.” 

I chuckle and get onto the elevator, pressing the button for Xaviaro’s 
floor. The doors close and I stuff my hands into my pockets, leaning against 
the back wall as I watch the floor numbers light up as it climbs slowly 
higher. I whistle along with the jazzy instrumental music playing through 
the speakers and my fingers brush against something inside the lining of my 
coat pocket. I frown and drag my fingers blindly along the seam until I find 
a tear in it. The doors slide open just as I manage to fish the small object out 
of my pocket. 

I hold it up to the light in the hallway, studying it for a second. It looks 
like a little piece of black plastic. I’m about to just chuck it into the trash 
and chalk it up as nothing more than a fragment of something that broke off 
at some point without me noticing, but then I remember Xaviaro finding me 
at Riff Raff’s and I chuckle. 

“Clever,” I mutter, stuffing the tracking device into the pocket of my 
jeans. 

I toe off my shoes and hang my jacket in the closet, taking care to put 
everything away nicely, just the way Xav likes it. A weird sense of comfort 
and nerves creeps under my skin. It’s a feeling that seems to find me every 
time I come home to Xaviaro’s place. And that’s exactly it, isn’t it? Home 
and Xaviaro’s place. 

We haven’t had any kind of conversation about me being here, it just 
kind of happened. After the meeting with Enzo two weeks ago, Xaviaro 
drove me to my apartment so I could grab different clothes and a few other 
things, and then I just... never went home again. He hasn’t said anything 
about it and neither have I. We fell into a domestic routine that I haven’t 
bothered to overanalyze for fear that I might try to convince myself that 
things are moving too fast or that there’s something wrong with how happy 
he makes me. Like maybe I don’t deserve to fall in love when Benny will 
never have the chance. 


I swallow around the lump in my throat, startling when the door opens 
behind me without warning. I spin around just as Xaviaro steps through the 
door, nearly colliding with me in his hurry to get inside. 

“Whoa, where’s the fire, Killer?” I tease, enraptured by the way his 
expression melts from stoic to warm in the blink of an eye. 

“At a warehouse downtown, with the pedophile owner locked inside,” 
he answers dryly, and I bark out a laugh. 

“Sounds like a productive day.” I step closer and undo the buttons on 
his jacket, tilting my head up in a silent request for a kiss that he happily 
delivers, leaning down to brush his mouth against mine like he’s asking for 
permission. Heat quivers in the pit of my stomach and between my legs. I 
smile against his lips, grabbing his tie to yank him closer and deepen the 
kiss. 

“Aren’t I supposed to be the one waiting by the door like your loyal 
little puppy?” he asks with a smirk when I break the kiss. 

I scoff. “I wasn’t waiting like a puppy. I just got home.” 

I swear I see his smile twitch even brighter for a second at the word 
‘home.’ He likes having me here. He likes coming home and leaving all his 
stress at the door, letting me undress him and give him permission to set the 
weight of his job down until it’s time to put his suit back on again 
tomorrow. I like it too. But being his stay-at-home Dom isn’t going to cut it 
forever. Eventually I’ll need a job and a life here in Wildcliff, and both of 
those things come with a whole heap of complications I didn’t think about 
when I shed my old identity. 

“Go anywhere exciting?” His tone is casual as he bends over to untie his 
shoes, slipping them off one at a time and lining them up right next to mine. 

“Like you don’t already know,” I challenge, quirking an eyebrow at him 
as I pull the tracker out of my back pocket and hold it up between two 
fingers. 

“Dammit,” he mutters, catching it with ease when I flick it towards him. 

“No need for a LoJack. I promised I would behave, and I have been.” I 
head down the hallway to the bedroom with Xaviaro right on my heels. 

“You’ve been over on the hundred blocks every day this week,” he 
points out in an even tone, not accusing, simply stating a fact. 

“Watching,” I say with a shrug. “I’ve kept my distance and I promise 
you they couldn’t pick me out of a lineup if you flat-out told them they 
were being followed.” 


He grunts. Such a simple sound loaded with the fighting words he’s 
smart enough not to say out loud. 

“I already know,” I assure him. I know that as much as Enzo seemed to 
like me, the death threat wasn’t just bluster. And I know there’s more at 
stake now than my own soul-blackening need for revenge. I don’t like any 
of it, but I know it and I’m following the rules. 

I slide Xaviaro’s jacket off his shoulders and carry it over to his closet to 
hang it up. I can feel his eyes on me, warming my skin and penetrating me 
all the way down to my bones. There’s a reason I didn’t think about the 
logistics of after when I walked away from my old life. Deep down, I didn’t 
expect to survive that long. Or maybe I simply didn’t care whether I did or 
not. And then this brutal, terrifying, absolutely perfect man kneeled at my 
feet and everything changed. 

Well... almost everything changed. Benny is still gone and the men 
responsible still need to pay. If I have to choose between doing what I came 
here to do and the hazy future I’ve already started building with Xaviaro 
inside my heart, I’m not sure which I would pick. I turn that over and over 
in my head as I return to standing in front of him and work on unbuttoning 
his shirt, slowly revealing the more complicated knots of the harness I tied 
around his chest before he left for work this morning. 

The teal shade of the newest ropes stands out against the darker tone of 
his skin. I run my tongue over his nipple, feeling it harden under my touch, 
a shiver and a groan escaping him. If I die, who will give my murder 
marshmallow the escape he desperately needs? I do the same thing to his 
other nipple, grazing it with my teeth after it’s damp from my tongue. He 
cants his hips, pressing the swell of his growing erection against me and 
carding his fingers through my hair. 

“I was thinking...” Pm sure he’s not fooled by my offhand tone, like 
whatever I’m about to say just popped into my head today rather than 
haunting my thoughts for the past week and a half. “I get the whole thing 
about the Irish possibly protecting the Reapers and the Mafia war situation, 
but what if Big Bass and Shit Stain just happened to, I don’t know, have an 
accident.” 

Xaviaro frowns. “An accident?” 

“Yeah. They’re bikers on meth. When you think about it, it’s more 
suspicious that they’ve managed to live this long without crashing their 


motorcycles or overdosing. Nothing that could be traced back to the 
Morettis, obviously.” I shrug, and he lets out a throaty laugh. 

“As much as we rag on them, the Fitzpatricks aren’t a bunch of morons. 
And if Enzo is right, they’re just itching for a reason to go to war.” 

I discard his shirt and undo his belt, stripping him down to nothing but 
his silky boxer briefs and the harness. I slip my hand around the knot in the 
center of his sternum, using the index finger on my other hand to draw slow 
circles around his belly button. 

“One little meth lab explosion,” I barter. “I defy the Fitzpatricks to 
prove that’s anything but natural selection.” 

“You don’t want them to go out in a meth lab explosion,” he says 
knowingly, cupping my face in both hands and holding my gaze. “You’ve 
come this far. You want to look them in the eyes and make sure they know 
which sin they’re paying for.” 

Fuck. He’s right. 

“T can’t let them get away with it. If it means crossing Enzo...” I trail 
off and shake my head, still not entirely sure which way the decision will go 
if it comes down to it. 

His expression hardens. “Benny is going to get his justice, and I 
promise you’ll be the one to watch the light flicker out of their eyes. Just be 
patient a little longer.” 

I nod and press a kiss to his chin, feeling the sandpaper of his stubble 
against my lips. 

“Okay. I'll do my best.” 


XAVIARO 

Sparrow hands me a pair of black sweatpants and I step into them, 
studying him silently as I do. I believe him when he says he’ll try to be 
patient, I just don’t know how far that will stretch. Another few days? 
Another week? And what if nothing has moved forward at that point? At the 
end of the day, if he goes against Lorenzo, I’ll put myself between him and 
the bullet. But that’ll only buy Sparrow the time it takes to line up a second 
shot, and we’ |] both be dead. 

Call me idealistic, but I’d really fucking prefer a future that doesn’t end 
with the fish and birds picking the rotting flesh from our bones. 

“T’m guessing you haven’t eaten.” The abrupt change of subject erases 
the pout from his lips. 


“Didn’t get around to it,” he confirms my suspicion, his stomach 
chiming in with a loud growl seconds later. 

“Good. Come on, I’m going to make you pork ragu over creamy polenta 
like my Nonna taught me.” I tuck him under my arm and lead him out of 
the bedroom, replacing grim thoughts with more pleasant ones as Sparrow 
hops up to sit on the island counter and I open the refrigerator to start 
pulling out the ingredients Pll need. 

“Nonna means grandmother, right?” he asks. 

“Yes. She was tough as nails and didn’t take shit from anybody. And she 
could make a tiramisu from scratch that would make a grown man weep,” I 
reminisce with a soft smile. 

“She sounds amazing,” he says. “I never knew any of my 
grandparents.” 

“No?” 

He shakes his head. “My mom had some big falling out with her parents 
before I was born, so we never saw them. They used to send birthday cards 
every year, but eventually those stopped too. And both my dad’s parents 
died before I was old enough to remember them.” 

“That’s a shame. Grandparents are the best. My Nonna taught me how 
to cook and how to sew. She said I couldn’t wait around to get a wife, I 
needed to know how to take care of myself. I was only about ten, but I think 
she knew even before I did that a wife wasn’t in the cards.” The prep is all 
muscle memory as I ready the ingredients and pull out the correct pans. 
“And my grandpa was the one who handed me my first gun and taught me 
how to shoot. Not sure he would have done that had he known where it 
would lead,” I say wryly. 

“T take it they don’t know what you do for a living?” he guesses. 

“Oh sure, I include my annual kill count in every Christmas card I 
send,” I say flatly, and he cackles. “They actually both passed a few years 
ago now.” 

“Pm sorry to hear that.” Sparrow puts a hand on my arm briefly, 
warming my bare skin with his touch and offering me comfort. “Is it over 
the line to ask how you started working for the Morettis?” 

I snort. “I think we’re past having lines, Little Sparrow. You can ask me 
anything you want. Lorenzo and I met at Saint Sebastian’s when we were 
only yay high.” I lower my hand and gesture right next to my knee to make 
my point. 


“Is that a church?” he asks, cocking his head. 

“Catholic school. Nuns hitting you with rulers, teenage boys giving 
each other handies because there isn’t a girl in sight, that whole bit.” 

Sparrow giggles. “I did not know about the handjobs. Now I’m kind of 
mad that my parents sent me to a prep school that allowed for gender 
mixing.” 

“I didn’t hate it,” I agree. 

“It’s weird. I can’t even picture you as a kid. Did you wear a cute little 
suit even back then?” he teases, reaching over to run a finger along the bare 
skin in between the ropes. 

“I wore a Catholic school uniform, obviously,” I answer with a smirk. 
“And...” 

“And what?” he says with a wicked gleam in his eye. 

“And, I might have gone through a phase where I refused to wear 
anything other than Ninja Turtles footie pajamas.” 

Sparrow squeals with amusement. “Okay, but which turtle?” 

“Leonardo.” I scoff. As if there’s any other possible answer. 

“You really are the perfect man. If you’d have said Raphael, we would 
have had to break up,” he says. “Okay, so, you’re BFF with the baby 
Moretti, then what happened? He just said ‘hey, you want to kill people for 
me?’ and you said ‘sure?’” 

“Kind of. I guess it just sort of happened. He took over when his dad 
got iced and he was clearly drowning. It was a lot for him to handle and he 
didn’t know who he could trust outside of Alessio, Elio, Sal, and me. I was 
there for him. I helped him find his footing and figure out how to run the 
Family. The killing part never bothered me, so I just fell into that role.” I 
keep my attention focused on the food I’m working on, afraid to risk a peek 
at Sparrow’s face. He’s never seemed bothered by what I do, but there’s a 
seed of fear in the back of my mind that one day he’s going to realize how 
fucked up it is that other people’s lives don’t matter to me as much as 
they’re supposed to. Will he see me differently then? 

“You found your calling,” he says sweetly, easing the gathering tension 
in my shoulders. 

“T found a job that I’m good at and don’t totally hate,” I correct. 

“Well, that’s more than most people can say.” 

“What about you?” I ask. Aside from the first night that we lay in his 
bed together, I haven’t asked about his past and he hasn’t volunteered 


anything. But the more time he spends here, in my apartment, in my bed, in 
my life, the more desperate I am to know everything. 

“What about me?” he repeats. 

“Before you were a Deadly Sparrow out for vigilante justice, what did 
you do for a living?” 

“Tech support for big businesses. It was all freelance, so I’d get a six- 
month contract at one company, then pick up and move when the next 
contract came in somewhere else.” He sounds bored just describing it, 
swinging his feet and drumming his fingers on the counter. 

“Not your calling?” I infer with a twitch of my lips. 

“No.” He laughs again. “I think this is my calling.” 

“Watching your Mafia boyfriend cook dinner wearing a rope harness?” I 
tease, arching an eyebrow. 

“Yes,” Sparrow answers, reaching out to snag the back of the harness 
when I turn around. “And killing the fuckers who took Benny from me.” 

His words are anything but ice. Actually, they’re more like fire, searing 
through me with their ferocity, willing to ravage anything in their wake. 

I turn my head to look at him over my shoulder. “I know.” 

He tugs me close enough to give me a rough kiss before letting me go 
again. 

“Suicide, in case you were wondering,” he says while I move the seared 
pork into the polenta to simmer. 

“What?” 

“How I faked my death,” he clarifies. “I wrote a note and stuffed it into 
my favorite pair of shoes. I left them on a bridge where a lot of people 
jump. It was a lot easier than I thought it would be, actually. They didn’t 
even bother to look for my body since most people don’t wash up for 
months thanks to the temperature of the water.” 

The image of his face bloated and cold sends a chill through me. I grit 
my teeth and force it away. 

“Do you feel bad for your parents? Losing your brother and then you.” 

“Hell no. They were so embarrassed by his addiction that they acted like 
he never existed. They took all the photos of him out of the house and 
refused to say a word about him whenever I brought him up. I picked 
suicide because it was the only thing that would embarrass them even more 
than the way Benny died. Fuck them.” He spits the words like venom and 
hops off the counter. 


“How long do we have until dinner, Killer?” he asks, wrapping himself 
around me from behind, searing my skin with hot kisses along the back of 
my neck. 

“Tt has to simmer for about two hours.” 

I can feel the shape of his smile as it curves against my back. “Perfect. 
Be a good boy then and come play with me.” 

He slips a hand beneath the waistband of my loose sweats and wraps his 
fingers around my rapidly swelling cock. I moan and let him drag me out of 
the kitchen with his other hand clutching my harness. 

Sparrow pushes me down onto the couch and climbs into my lap, his 
hands in my hair and all over my bare skin now, his tongue sweeping 
between my lips in a demanding kiss that I happily melt into. Whatever it 
takes, I’m going to make sure he gets the revenge he came for. He deserves 
peace and this is the only way he’ll get it. 

I just need to make sure it doesn’t come at the cost of both our lives. 
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Chapter 17 


XAVIARO 
THE BORED INDIFFERENCE I usually wear as I make my way through 
the club is absent tonight. I sweep my gaze over each customer I pass, 
checking for any sign that they might be one of the Fitzpatricks, ready to 
start a fucking problem. 

It would be stupid of Declan not to bring backup, but no one 
immediately pings my radar as I make my way past each table towards our 
usual quiet corner. The regular band of loveable jackasses won’t be 
attending tonight’s meeting. Just Lorenzo and Declan Fitzpatrick, head of 
the Irish mob, sitting down for a friendly chat about the Sleepless Reapers. 
It’s a meeting I wasn’t strictly invited to. In my defense, Lorenzo only 
glared when I told him I was coming, which is tacit agreement as far as I’m 
concerned. 

The music thumps too loudly in my ears and everywhere I look is 
nothing but drunk idiots pawing at the strippers. For half a second I 
consider turning around and heading back home to Sparrow. He was curled 
up on the couch watching a movie when I told him I had to run out for an 
hour or so. I expected him to insist on coming along, but instead he made 
sure the knots in my harness were still tight enough, sucked a fresh bruise 
onto my chest, and told me to hurry home. It’s laughable to think anything 
could keep me away any longer than necessary. 

I spot Lorenzo through the crowd, standing up to greet Declan with a 
handshake. I pick up my pace, shooting a few well-placed glares to clear 


my path. I reach the table just as the two of them are taking their seats 
again. 

Declan looks up when I pull out the chair at the end of the table, 
between the two of them. He’s a tough-looking fucker, with a crooked nose 
worse than the one Sparrow gave me and a scar along the left side of his 
jaw, barely disguised by the red stubble on his cheeks. He eyes me with a 
furrow in his bushy eyebrows and a frown tugging at his lips. 

“Didn’t know your trigger man was coming tonight. I thought this was 
just a couple of buddies in the same line of work, shooting the shit.” His 
tone is right on the borderline between amused and accusatory. He’s 
holding his cards close to his vest as he no doubt reassesses the situation. 

“Don’t worry, I never shoot anyone at the club. The strippers startle 
easily,” I say in a deadpan voice. “I have a vested interest in tonight’s topic 
of conversation, that’s all. You two can pretend I’m not even here.” To 
prove my point, I cross my ankle over my knee and flag down the nearest 
server to order a drink. “My usual,” I request, and he gives me a fleeting 
smile before hurrying off to get me a soda. 

“And we’re not friends, Declan,” Lorenzo says flatly. 

The Irishman lets out a booming, throaty laugh that makes Lorenzo’s 
jaw tick as he shifts uncomfortably in his seat. 

“Not yet. But that’s because you keep refusing all the invitations I send 
you,” Declan says. 

“Ah, yes, like the invitation you sent over last week.” Enzo’s tone is 
dark and deadly, piquing my interest. He never mentioned any invitations 
from the Fitzpatricks before. 

“Exactly like that one. I didn’t even get a thank you note for the gift I 
sent with it.” Declan holds his gaze, his voice a low rumble that only seems 
to intensify the seething look in Lorenzo’s eyes. 

“Yes, how rude of me. I would return it to you, but it’s already gone out 
with last week’s trash.” 

“That’s a shame. But I can always send another. I thought green might 
be more your color anyway.” Declan doesn’t waver from his friendly, dare I 
say flirtatious tone. 

“We want to know about the Sleepless Reapers,” I cut in. They can get 
back to whatever cat and mouse game they’re playing once we have the 
information we need so Lorenzo can decide on our next move... so I can 
give Sparrow what he wants more than anything. 


Declan tears his attention off Lorenzo and eyes me again like he can’t 
believe I’m still sitting here. 

“The Sleepless Reapers?” he repeats. 

“The motorcycle club running meth and prostitutes on the north side of 
the city,” Lorenzo clarifies, even though I’m positive Declan knows exactly 
who the fuck we’re talking about. 

“What about them? Sounds like your problem, not mine. It’s your city, 
after all.” He flashes a taunting grin. 

“So, you’re not in bed with them?” Lorenzo presses. 

Fitzpatrick studies him silently for several seconds, his smirk 
unwavering. “I’m not in bed with anyone, Kitten. Not yet, anyway.” 

Even in the dim lights of the club, I can see a dark tinge creep into 
Lorenzo’s cheeks. Is he blushing? I look back and forth between the two of 
them, trying to do math that refuses to math no matter how hard I try to 
force it. 

“So, if we run them out of town and kill a few of them in the process, 
you’re not going to cry foul on us?” I ask, wanting to be crystal fucking 
clear before I get up and go home to tell Sparrow we have the green light. 

That gets Declan’s attention. He swirls the drink in his glass and then 
takes a sip before answering. “We’ve been keeping an eye on them,” he 
confesses. “Frankly, I was surprised by the shit you were letting them get 
away with in your territory. The quicker you run them out of the city, the 
better it'll be for everyone if you ask me.” 

“Good,” Lorenzo bites off the word in a clipped tone. “And don’t worry 
about what goes on in Wildcliff. This is my city and I have it in hand.” 

Declan hums thoughtfully. “You seem tense. Why don’t I buy you a lap 
dance before I go.” Lorenzo growls and Fitzpatrick gets to his feet with 
another booming laugh. “Good meeting you, Angel of Death.” He tips his 
head in my direction. “And Pll see what I can do about a more suitable gift 
next time, Ennie.” He winks, throws back his drink in a single gulp, then 
saunters off. 

“Ennie?” I mutter once he’s gone. 

Lorenzo lets out another ominous growl of frustration. “What a fucking 
prick.” 

“Yeah, he’s... something.” I’m not quite sure to make of the Irish boss, 
but I don’t give much of a fuck either. We got the answer we were looking 


for, and that’s all that matters to me right now. “So, I can let Sparrow off the 
leash now, right?” 

He snorts with amusement and picks up his own drink to take a sip. “I 
thought you were the one who wears the leash in the relationship.” 

The image of Sparrow leading me around by a leash and collar sends a 
spike of heat through me. I reach down to adjust the swell of my erection 
and clear my throat. 

“The metaphorical leash,” I amend. 

“Yes, but Declan is right. We’ve put up with the Reapers long enough. I 
want them out of the city all together.” 

“In other words, hold fire.” I sigh. 

“Not much longer,” he assures me. “Bring Sparrow around again 
tomorrow, we can discuss a plan of action.” 

A smile spreads over my lips and I cover it with a sip of the soda the 
server dropped off in the middle of all the posturing and sexual tension that 
I still haven’t quite figured out. 

“Tm sure he’ll have some ideas on the subject,” I say after I set my 
glass back down. 

“I imagine that’s putting it mildly,” he says, and we both chuckle. 
“You’ve been different since you met him. I’m... happy for you.” 

I cock my head. “But?” I prompt, hearing the hesitation clear as day in 
his words. 

He flattens his lips and for a second I think he’s going to play dumb, but 
he surprises me by answering. 

“But, the selfish part of me thought maybe you’d be alone forever with 
me. Alone together, I guess.” He lets out a self-pitying kind of laugh and 
then downs the rest of his drink. 

“Who says you have to be alone forever? Plenty of people in this city 
would crawl over a pile of bodies to get into Lorenzo Moretti’s bed.” 

“That’s the problem, isn’t it?” he mutters. 

“The bodies?” 

“Yes. And the ‘Lorenzo Moretti’ part of that statement. People want 
power and money, that’s all.” His mood is obviously soured as he glares at 
the nearest stripper, oiled skin glistening under the stage lights as he swings 
around the pole. 

I’m not sure what to say. He’s probably right. What the fuck do I know 
about it? So instead of saying anything, I enjoy the show for a few minutes 


with him without really seeing it. In my mind, it’s my little Sparrow all 
oiled up and naked, grinding to the pulsing beat of an oversexed song. 

Heat licks at my skin and the bruise on my chest throbs with the 
memory of his mouth on me before I left the apartment. Will he ride me 
again tonight? Tie me to the bed and fuck my throat until he’s shaking and 
Sweating with pleasure? Bind my hands and tease me with his tongue in my 
hole until I’m begging for release? A heated shiver runs down my spine. 

“Go,” Enzo says, flicking his hand dismissively. 

“Go?” 

“Go be with your Sparrow. I can watch pretty boys gyrate all on my 
own.” His lips twitch with another restrained smile. 

“Alright, boss. But call me if you need anything tonight. Got it?” 

“Of course,” he says, his attention still on the dancer. We both know 
he’s not going to call unless the city burns down tonight. 

On my way out, I pull out my phone and shoot a text to Alessio, letting 
him know that Enzo is in a mood and might want some company. If anyone 
can pull him out of his funk, it’s Alessio. 

I leave the deafening noise of the club behind, my footsteps crunching 
on the pavement of the parking lot. I stay alert, still not fully convinced that 
everything with Declan was above board. For all I know, the whole flirting 
thing was his way of trying to throw Enzo off balance. A distraction. 
Whether it worked on my boss, I have no fucking clue. What I do know is 
that ginger snake is on my radar. 

My BMW comes into view and my shoulders tense at the shape of 
someone sitting on the hood. My hand is on my pistol between one step and 
the next, all my senses zeroing in on whoever has the balls to park their ass 
on my car. The bigger question in my mind is whether it’s a coincidence or 
if it could be one of the Fitzpatricks. 

I pick up my pace, my strides quick but even, my gun in my hand, 
cocked and ready but hanging by my side as I approach. It’s not until Pm a 
few feet away that I stop in my tracks and let out a breathless laugh. 

Sparrow swivels at the sound, a grin stretching over his lips as he turns 
his head to look at me over his shoulder. 

I come around the front of the car, and his smirk widens. He leans back, 
bracing his hands on the freshly waxed hood, no doubt leaving handprints 
that I would straight up kill anyone else for. He spreads his legs, beckoning 
me closer without words, and I step between them. 


“Stalking me, Little Sparrow?” I tease, cupping his jaw and dragging 
my thumb along the smooth edge of it. 

“Maybe,” he answers coyly. His attention snags on the gun still clutched 
in my other hand. “Were you going to shoot me?” 

“This parking lot needs better lighting.” I shrug, tucking the gun away 
and buttoning my jacket. “And you were supposed to be at home.” 

There isn’t a single thing apologetic about the look in his eyes as he toys 
with the knot in my tie. “I was worried you might be up to something fun 
without me.” 

I chuckle. “It was fun-adjacent.” 

“Oh yeah? Top notch lap dance in there or what?” 

“Much better than a lap dance.” I lower my voice suggestively, leaning 
in closer until our noses touch and Sparrow’s eyes dance with that beautiful 
spark of mischief and violence I can’t get enough of. 

“How much better?” He licks his lips and wraps the length of my tie 
around his hand. I know what he wants to hear, but it’s only a partial victory 
tonight. 

“The Fitzpatricks don’t give a fuck what we do with the Reapers.” I 
give him the good news first. 

He moans and yanks my tie forcefully, slamming his lips into mine with 
a hunger that heats me instantly, consuming my insides and searing my 
veins. He drags his tongue over mine, the hot, wet feeling of it going 
straight to my cock. 

Sparrow breaks the kiss, my tie still clutched in his fist, his chest 
heaving with panting breaths, lips swollen, and his eyes wild. 

“Let’s go. Can we do it now?” he asks breathlessly. 

“You want to just storm into their clubhouse and start shooting?” I arch 
an eyebrow at him, and he shrugs. 

“Fine, quick strategy session and then let’s go fucking do it,” he 
concedes. 

“As hot as your bloodlust makes me, we have to wait just a little while 
longer.” 

He groans in frustration. “You’re killing me.” 

More amusement rumbles in my throat. “I know, my little bird. I’m 
sorry.” I duck my face into the crook of his throat and press a kiss to his 
thundering pulse point. “Tomorrow morning, we’re going to have another 
sit down with Enzo and the guys and make a plan. Can you wait that long?” 


“Tt’s like murder edging,” he complains. “But yes, fine.” 

“I thought you liked edging.” I grin, kissing my way back up towards 
his lips, feeling the hard shape of his arousal with his legs wrapped around 
me. 

“T like edging you. I want instant gratification.” He catches my bottom 
lip between his teeth and bites it sharply. The ripple of brief, stinging pain 
makes my balls clench and draws a moan from deep in the pit of my 
stomach. “I’m all keyed up now. Let’s go do something.” 

I cast around for a moment, trying to think of something that will feed 
his craving for violence. Preferably just enough that he’s desperate to get 
rough with me when we get home later. 

“I’ve got just the thing. Get in.” I take a step back and Sparrow arches 
an eyebrow at me, that dangerous look in his eyes that never fails to make 
my knees quiver with the urge to kneel for him. “Get in, please, Sir. You’re 
going to love this.” 


SPARROW 

The smell of sweat and blood is so heavy in the air it nearly chokes me. 
Thunderous cheering and applause somehow doesn’t manage to drown out 
the wet, thudding sound of fists on flesh and the animalistic grunts of the 
men in the ring. 

“For our first date you took me to a murder. Our second date is 
watching men beat the living hell out of each other,’ I muse as Xaviaro 
leads me down the aisle to our seats. 

I shouldn’t be surprised that even though we showed up halfway 
through the night, without any prior notice, we still got front row seats in a 
sold-out arena. The man out front was absolutely tripping over himself to 
make sure Xaviaro had whatever he wanted. Not gonna lie, it was pretty 
hot. My parents’ privilege bored the hell out of me, but there’s something 
different about the way people in this city rush to fall at Xaviaro’s feet. It’s 
not privilege because he just happens to have money, it’s respect. It’s fear. 

It’s intoxicating. 

“It seemed appropriate,” he says, shooting me a smirk over his shoulder. 
“The main fight should be next. You won’t believe this guy. He’s a fucking 
animal.” 

I bounce on my toes excitedly, following him down the row to our seats. 
Apparently, this is the hottest show in town tonight if you’re a Moretti. 
Enzo is absent, but Alessio, Salvatore, and Elio are filling the seats next to 


ours, dressed in their usual suits—Sal’s is royal purple tonight—fixated on 
the violence a few feet away. 

“I thought you were going to keep Enzo company,” Xaviaro says with a 
frown. 

Alessio tears his attention off the ring where one man is now straddling 
the other on the ground, pounding his fist into his jaw. 

“I called him and it sounded like he was with someone. He told me to 
piss off,” he explains with a shrug. 

“Ooh, does the boss have a lady friend?” I ask. 

Alessio barks out a laugh, and the other two swivel their attention in my 
direction too. 

“Must be something in the water around here, because all our 
compasses point north,” Salvatore says. 

“Is north gay?” Elio cocks his head. 

“Sure,” Alessio says, managing a completely serious expression. “North 
is gay, south is straight, east is bisexual, and west is Ace.” 

“That... makes a weird amount of sense, actually.” I turn towards the 
fight as the bloodied victor is being cheered by the crowd. “So, is the fix in 
or what? Who’d you pay to throw the big fight? Or, wait, you’ve got dirt on 
one of them, right? It’s a blackmail situation and if they don’t play ball and 
go down in the third round, you’re going to let it leak.” 

“You’ve been watching too many movies, kid,” Salvatore says with a 
smirk. 

“So, you don’t have any money on the fight?” The next pair of fighters 
are being announced and led into the ring. If the crowd was ravenous 
before, it’s increased tenfold now. 

“Course we got money on the fight,” Elio scoffs. “But the payout’ll be 
peanuts ’cause everyone already knows who’s gonna win.” His eyes zero in 
on the man stepping into the far side of the ring. 

Without even glancing at the other man, I’m sure this is who Xaviaro 
was referring to. He looks feral, like he was raised in the woods and the 
only thing he knows how to do is fight. His dirty blond hair is pulled into a 
bun at the base of his skull, a few tendrils breaking free to hang defiantly in 
front of his face. His expression is pure savagery as he stares down his 
opponent. 

“Orion Barros,” Xaviaro says. “Hasn’t lost a fight yet. Trust me, if we 
thought we could get him to take a dive, we would do it, because the Vegas 


odds are stacking up in his favor with every fight he wins.” 

“Someone will make a fucking fortune when he finally has an off 
night,” Alessio agrees. 

“Won’t be tonight,” Elio mutters, seemingly transfixed by the man. 

The bell dings to signify the start of the fight, and it’s obvious in 
seconds why they’re all here to see Orion fight. He ducks and weaves out of 
the way of the other fighter, Rico Guerra’s attempted blows, his movements 
so fluid it’s like they’re second nature. As soon as Rico pauses to drag in a 
breath, Orion is on him with a flurry of fists that take the man to the ground. 

“Damn,” I breathe, my pulse spiking with the adrenaline that’s thick in 
the air, pouring off of Orion with every bead of his sweat and thrumming 
through the crowd with every cheer and boo. The fight doesn’t last long, but 
no one seems disappointed by the briefness of it. “Is it over? That was the 
last fight?” I ask, noticing that everyone is getting up. 

“Sorry. I thought it would last longer. Want me to find us something else 
to do still?” Xaviaro offers. 

I notice Elio slip away, heading in the opposite direction from everyone 
else, but I don’t care enough to wonder where he’s going. Maybe he just 
needs to take a piss and the closest bathroom is towards the locker rooms. 

I grin up at Xaviaro, considering his offer for a few seconds. “Nah. Take 
me home, Killer. We can make our own excitement.” 

Without warning, he bends and scoops me off of the ground, tossing me 
over his shoulder. I squeal and slap his ass in playful protest. 

“You’re gonna get it when we get home,” I warn, and he chuckles. 

“Pm counting on it.” 
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Chapter 18 


XAVIARO 

SPARROW’S MOUTH IS ON mine, his fingers expertly working open the 
buttons on my shirt as we stumble into my apartment, ravenous for each 
other before the elevator doors even have a chance to whoosh closed out in 
the hallway. The silky ropes under my clothes are like a second skin most of 
the time now, barely noticeable as I go about my day, but right now, I can 
feel the weight of them, the tease of them, as they remind me who I belong 
to. 

Heat crackles and sparks along my skin with every swipe of his tongue 
against mine and every bruising collision of our lips. I grab his ass roughly 
and hoist him into my arms. His legs wrap around my waist like it’s second 
nature. Less than a month and it already is. Kissing him is second nature. 
Waking up with him in my bed is second nature. Falling in love with 
Sparrow was inevitable the moment I laid eyes on him. 

He drags his fingers through my hair, tugging just enough to make my 
scalp sting and my nerve endings dance with anticipation. We trade muffled 
groans, the sound vibrating between our tangled tongues as I carry him 
down the hallway towards the bedroom. The click of my shoes against the 
wooden floor is drowned out by the thump of my heartbeat in my ears and 
the ragged sound of Sparrow’s breaths. 

By the time I reach my bedroom, my mind is racing with possibilities, 
choices, things I want to beg him to do to me and that I want to do to him. 
But Sparrow’s hand around my throat silences them all. His grip is just tight 


enough for me to feel the bite of his fingers into my skin, my Adam’s apple 
bobbing against his palm when I swallow. 

“I think you had an excellent idea earlier,” he murmurs, catching my 
bottom lip between his teeth and then releasing it. My brain is already short 
circuiting. I couldn’t tell you what the idea was if my life depended on it. 
Luckily, Sparrow doesn’t wait for me to figure it out on my own. “Edging 
for you, instant gratification for me... repeatedly,” he purrs. “Sounds like 
the perfect night, doesn’t it?” 

I nod, a moan slipping past my lips and my cock jerking as all the 
possibilities flit rapidly through my mind. Every single one of them 
involves me at his mercy, dangling on the edge of pleasure as long as he 
wants to keep me there, using me over and over until he’s had his fill. 

“Yes, Sir,” I gasp, carrying him over to the bed and crawling onto it 
with my arms still around him. 

He jerks his hips, grinding the hard length of his cock against my 
stomach before unwrapping his legs from around my middle and his hand 
from around my throat. He lets himself fall into the soft bedding and we 
return to the frenzy of undressing each other, shedding our clothes between 
fierce, hungry kisses until there’s nothing between us but the silky rope 
around my chest and miles of bare skin. 

Sparrow cants his hips, dragging the length of his cock against mine, 
hard as steel and scorching hot. I want him inside of me. I want him riding 
me. I want his hands and his mouth. I want his unwavering, confident 
commands. I want everything he wants to give me. I just want him. My 
cock throbs, spilling precum onto the head of his when he thrusts against 
me again. 

“T’m fucking obsessed with you, Xav,” he murmurs between ravenous, 
tongue-heavy kisses, gripping my jaw as he humps his cock against mine 
with a wild abandon that makes my head spin and my balls clench. “Like, 
it’s probably to an unhealthy level, but I don’t fucking care. I need you.” 

He claws at my skin, ending his words with a needy whine that sends 
tendrils of electricity through me. 

“That makes two of us,” I rasp, clenching my jaw against the temptation 
to rut into him without restraint until he’s covered in my cum. 

Sparrow lets out a rough laugh and then a gasp, his cock twitching 
heavily against mine as a shudder racks his body and his hot, sticky release 
coats my shaft and splatters against my belly. Everything inside of me 


tightens and pulses, my lungs burning and my muscles trembling with the 
urge to follow him right over the edge. 

A hazy smile stretches over his lips and he puts a hand on the center of 
my chest, giving me a small push, a wordless command to roll over. I flop 
onto my back, my cock throbbing with the denied release and dripping with 
the evidence of his orgasm. My hips jerk involuntarily and my fingers 
twitch towards my cock. 

“Be a good boy,” Sparrow coaxes, slinking between my legs. His cock 
is drooping, but not fully soft, the tip of it glistening with his cum. 

“Pm trying, Sir,” I grit the words out between clenched teeth. 

He hums softly, lowering himself to lap a tongueful of his cum off my 
cock. “Pll help you then,” he promises. “After I clean you up.” He gives me 
a wicked smile and then runs his tongue up my shaft again from root to tip. 
When he reaches the head, he tugs my foreskin carefully between his teeth 
and I fist the bedsheets in a desperate bid to fight off the fresh wave of 
pleasure that threatens to overwhelm me. 

“Fuck, I can’t, Sir.” I groan as he makes the next pass with his tongue, 
drenching me with his saliva and making filthy sounds as he swallows 
down his own cum. 

“Of course you can,” Sparrow scoffs, pressing a mind-melting chaste 
kiss to the base of my erection before climbing off the bed. 

I whimper and watch as he crosses the room to pull open the bottom 
dresser drawer. I’m expecting the restraints—aching for them, actually— 
but he pulls out something much smaller instead. It’s a leather cock ring 
that, like all the toys in that drawer, was bought and never used... until 
tonight, apparently. 

Eager shivers work their way along my skin as Sparrow tugs each of the 
many straps loose while he makes his way back over to the bed. 

“Tt’s so pretty,” he coos, climbing onto the foot of the bed and crawling 
up to hover over me, straddling my thighs. “It’s going to look even better 
around your thick, throbbing cock though.” 

Instead of a single strap around the base, there are six in total. 

Sparrow teases his index finger over the seam down the center of my 
sac. My breath catches and my toes curl as his featherlight touch melts 
away and is replaced by a rough grasp, his thumb and forefinger clenching 
tightly around my balls to tug them away from my body. An inferno of heat 
flashes over my skin, my cock jerking and twitching, incoherent babbles 


falling from my lips as he fastens the first strap around my balls to keep 
them where they are. I can feel the delicious ache immediately, every 
thumping beat of my pulse pounding in my restrained balls. 

The next strap goes around the base of my cock, making it even more 
swollen than it already was. My foreskin rolls back and a milky drop of 
precum drips from my slit. 

“Shhh, your Little Sparrow has you,” he coos, leaning over to kiss the 
head of my cock with the same incongruent innocence as before, the droplet 
of precum clinging to his lips when he sits up again. 

He fastens the rest of the straps one by one, a ladder of leather wrapped 
around my cock from root to tip, keeping me painfully hard, teetering on 
the edge between pleasure and insanity. 

“See? Now you can be a good boy like you want,” he says, too sweetly 
for the way he’s torturing me. 

“Thank you, Sir,” I pant. 

He flattens himself on top of me, his cock already fully hard again, 
nearly as hard as mine as he grinds against me and ravishes my mouth with 
more demanding kisses. It’s too much to bear and I never fucking want it to 
end. I let go of the tether of control I didn’t realize I was still clinging to and 
sink fully into the feeling of being owned by him, being used by him... 
being loved by him. Even if we haven’t said the words yet, that’s what this 
feeling is. 

Every sensation in my body makes me dizzy. I can feel every touch, 
everywhere, all at once, floating in a hazy sea of surrender. I’m boneless by 
the time he breaks the kiss. Has it been minutes? Hours? I wouldn’t know 
and it doesn’t matter. 

“Can you roll over for me, Killer?” he asks, his lips brushing against my 
ear, his fingers roughly teasing the oversensitive peaks of my nipples. 

I loll my head up and down lazily, unsure whether I actually can roll 
over right now or not. But if Sparrow wants it, I have no doubt I’ ll find the 
strength. His laughter is warm, wrapping around me like a blanket as he 
helps me onto my hands and knees, pushing my shoulders down so I’m 
resting my head on my folded arms, my ass on offer and my leather-clad 
cock dangling, throbbing between my legs. 


SPARROW 
If there’s a prettier sight in the world than this, I can’t imagine what it 
would be. Xaviaro’s face is slack with beautiful submission, but the rest of 


his body is fully alert. His muscles twitch and relax, his cock jerks eagerly, 
and when I kneel behind him and part his ass cheeks, his hole clenches and 
flutters. 

I lean in and drag the flat of my tongue over his pucker, a muffled 
whimper tumbling from his lips. I moan and lick him again, wrapping a 
hand around my cock and stroking myself in long, firm tugs while I lap at 
his rim. His back rises and falls with fast, trembling breaths that tumble into 
whimpers and more moans, his hips twitching helplessly. But he doesn’t 
beg. He never begs. From the first night I ordered him to his knees and took 
what I needed from him, he’s given me nothing but the sweetest trust and 
surrender. 

I would cut my heart out and hand it to him on a silver platter. Is that 
love? 

I give in to the feral urge to nip at his rim, shoving my tongue inside to 
lick him deeper, fucking it in and out, his muscles tightening and softening 
around the intrusion, quivering with need. My balls tighten and my skin 
heats. All my earlier orgasm seemed to do was make me more sensitive, 
rather than quenching the hunger inside of me. I groan, wiggling my tongue 
inside of him and then easing it out again, getting drunk on the sounds he 
makes and the way he squirms no matter how hard he tries to be good. 
Lapping and sucking, I work his hole open with my tongue, then with two 
fingers. My saliva dripping from him is more than enough lube, letting me 
slip them inside with relative ease. The hot clench of his inner muscles 
makes my cock ache and my balls pull tight. 

I lean back to appreciate the view—my fingers fucking in and out of his 
tight hole, the leather strap around his balls tugging them down, keeping 
them full and swollen, swinging wildly with every one of his fruitless 
thrusts. The sight alone has a second orgasm barreling through me. I cry 
out, aiming for his hole as my balls constrict and more thick ropes of my 
cum paint his hole and drip down the crease between his full, round cheeks. 

I slip my fingers out to scoop up the cum, still stroking myself even 
after my orgasm has faded without relief in sight, like my hunger for 
Xaviaro will never be sated. I think I can live with that. Something tells me 
he can too. 

The slide of my cum-lubed fingers in and out of his hole sends fresh 
ripples over my skin. I need him. I need to be buried inside of him, and I 


need to feel the way his delayed orgasm rocks him straight to the core when 
I finally tell him to let go. 

My erection hasn’t ebbed at all, more droplets of cum still clinging to 
the tip as I ease my fingers out and line myself up with his hole. Xaviaro 
lets out a breathless sound as I enter him, his inner muscles clenching 
around me. 

“Sparrow,” he whimpers my name. I tangle my fingers gently in his 
hair, tugging slightly at his scalp. 

“Yeah, baby, I’ve got you,” I whisper, filling him another couple of 
inches then stilling to let him adjust. 

When his breathing evens out again, I give him the last few inches, my 
hips pressed up against his ass, my cock buried inside him to the hilt. Two 
orgasms might not have been enough to satisfy me just yet, but they were 
enough to take the edge off. They were enough that I can take my time with 
him. So I do just that. 

My thrusts are hard and deep but lacking any urgency or rush. We crash 
together over and over, anchored by the sturdiness of Xaviaro’s body, his 
strong shoulders keeping him from toppling over. His toned, bronze 
muscles beg for my mouth, for my tongue, for my bruises, so I give him 
those too. I pepper his back and along his spine with licks and bites, leaving 
his skin glistening with saliva and red with marks that will bruise by 
morning. 

I wrap my arms around him and worship his body with my hands, 
ghosting them over every muscle and scar, teasing his nipples between my 
thumbs and forefingers with pinches just hard enough to make him gasp 
and tremble, then making my way downward between his legs. His bound 
cock bounces with every one of my thrusts, thwacking heavily against his 
stomach. I drag my thumb over the head of his cock and his body tenses 
like a bomb about to go off. But even now, he doesn’t beg. He drags in a 
breath, holding it until I’m sure his lungs are about to burst before letting it 
out slowly in measured exhales. 

The absolute perfection of his submission hits me like a tidal wave, 
knocking the air out of my lungs and momentarily stealing my control. It 
wrenches a sob from my throat and I press my face between his shoulder 
blades, snapping my hips faster now. I have no idea how long I’ve been 
fucking him, but the moan that rumbles from his throat is pure relief as I 
pick up my pace. 


“Come, baby. I need it,” I pant, catching the swollen head of his cock 
between my thumb and forefinger and pinching it gently. 

Xaviaro lets out a roar that shakes his whole body and possibly the 
room itself, or maybe the earthquake he unleashes is just inside of me. His 
inner muscles clench around me so tightly that I see stars, rippling and 
pulsing, milking the orgasm straight from my balls as I throw my head back 
and gasp out his name over and over. 

His cock jerks and twitches, his entire body convulsing with the orgasm 
that rocks him, but he doesn’t spill a drop of cum while I rut into him 
wildly, filling him with my release and riding out the waves of pleasure that 
finally sate the burning desire inside of me. For tonight, anyway. 

I slip my softening cock out of his loosened, cum-soaked hole and roll 
him onto his back again. The faraway, blissed-out smile on his sweat- 
drenched face gives me life. It gives me hope that whatever happens once 
this whole thing is over, itll work out. Pll find my place here in Wildcliff. I 
think maybe I already have. 

I undo each of the straps on the cock restraint, kissing the quickly 
fading indents one at a time as I work my way down. By the time I undo the 
strap around his balls, he’s clenching the bedsheets and sucking in 
trembling breaths again. 

“Sparrow... Sir,” he whispers. 

“I know,” I murmur, pressing a kiss to his balls before wrapping my lips 
around his cock. 

I don’t even have him halfway down my throat before he swells and 
starts to pulse again, spilling thick ropes of cum onto my tongue faster than 
I can lap it up. His second orgasm goes on and on until he’s finally sagging, 
relaxed and boneless into the bed. 

I gather the last few drops of his release onto my tongue and then 
release his softening cock. The bed jostles lightly under my weight as I 
crawl up the length of his body and settle against him with my head on his 
shoulder and one hand wrapped around the rope knot in the center of his 
chest. 

“You’re always so good for me,” I say, kissing his collarbone and 
nuzzling my face into the crook between his shoulder and his throat. “You 
know, my apartment lease is only month to month. Maybe I shouldn’t 
renew it next week.” 


Xaviaro folds his arms around me and pulls me impossibly closer, 
trapping me against him in the best way. “Don’t renew it,” he agrees, still 
sounding dazed and maybe only half awake. I should probably ask him 
again when he’s not all subbed-out. 

“Hey, Xav?” I tilt my face so I can see his, tightening my grip on his 
harness and rubbing the tip of my nose against the stubble on his chin. 

He hums, prying his eyes open to meet my gaze. 

“I think I’m in love with you.” 

His lips twitch and his eyes droop closed again. “That makes two of us.” 
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Chapter 19 


XAVIARO 
“SO, DOES ENZO JUST live here, or what?” Sparrow asks as we enter 
Wild. 

I’m still sore in all the best ways from last night, and brimming with 
energy thanks to a lazy morning in bed, doing my best to keep my little 
Sparrow distracted until it was time to leave for the meeting. I was worried 
if I didn’t occupy his attention, he might spend the morning stalking Big 
Bass like he’s been doing for the past two weeks, and with a soft green 
light, there was no guarantee he wouldn’t lose his patience and stab the 
massive biker. I love Sparrow, but that doesn’t mean there’s any appeal in 
having to drag Bass’s three-hundred-pound dead body down several flights 
of stairs. 

“Nah, he lives in a penthouse downtown,” Elio answers for me, coming 
up behind us and slinging an arm casually around Sparrow’s shoulders. 

My little bird snorts a laugh. “It was a figure of speech. You guys spend 
a lot of time here.” 

“We have meetings here, we don’t hang around the rest of the time,” I 
explain. 

“If you have to sit around and talk business, might as well have some 
nice ass to stare at while you do it,” Elio reasons. 

“Alright, you’ve sold me on the idea,” Sparrow says, joining Elio in an 
appreciative once-over of a passing dancer wearing nothing but a G-string 


barely containing the bulge of his dick, his bare ass sparkling with glitter 
under the lights. 

There’s no denying the man is hot, but I doubt he could cut a biker’s 
throat without flinching. 

On our way to our regular table, we pass Dante giving a lap dance at a 
table full of men who look like they stopped in during lunch hour and likely 
won’t bother returning to the office for the afternoon if the number of 
empty drinks in front of them is any indication. The guy he’s grinding on 
shoves a hand down the front of Dante’s jock to roughly grope at his cock. 

I slow and notice Elio doing the same, his eyes narrowing at the asshole. 
Drunk or not, what kind of numbnuts doesn’t know the fucking ‘no 
touching the strippers’ rule? It’s posted on every wall of this damn place, 
and I thought that as a society we’d all internalized the message. Apparently 
not. But before either of us can step in, Dante grabs the man by the wrist, 
yanking the hand out of his underwear and twisting his arm until he yelps. 

“That’s not included,” Dante says with a sweet purr in his voice, smiling 
as he twists the arm a little harder. 

“Shit. Pll pay extra,” the man offers, and Dante’s grin turns into a snarl 
that actually has the potential to get my dick hard, at least more so than any 
of the bare ass on display. 

“Sweetie, I promise you that you don’t want to pay the price it costs to 
put your fucking hands on me.” 

The man nods and holds his free hand up in surrender. Since it’s 
obvious Dante has the situation handled himself, we keep walking. 

Lorenzo, Alessio, and Salvatore are all seated around the table by the 
time we get there. I take a few seconds to study Enzo while I pull out 
Sparrow’s chair and take a seat myself. The tight lines around his eyes are 
less intense this morning, so I’m guessing Alessio was right about him 
being with someone last night. Good, he needed some stress relief. 

“Morning, boss.” 

Enzo lifts his latte and nods in greeting before bringing it to his lips for 
a sip. 

“Alright, so, murdering a bunch of bikers,” Sparrow says, getting 
straight to the point. 

Enzo flattens his lips and Alessio chuckles. 

“Hey, loose cannon, you ever heard of bugs and shit?” Alessio asks. 


“Oh, am I supposed to talk in code or something? Sorry, I didn’t get my 
decoder ring in the mail or anything,” Sparrow mutters. 

“You don’t have to talk in code, just have, like, five percent more chill,” 
Salvatore advises. 

Sparrow rolls his eyes. “Fine. What’s the plan to deal with our mutual 
problem? Is that better?” 

“Much,” Salvatore says, and we all turn our eyes towards Lorenzo since 
he’s the only one who holds the answer to that question. 

“T have some thoughts,” Enzo confirms. “I think the simplest way to 
handle the situation is to send the Reapers the message that they’re no 
longer welcome in our city.” 

“Meth labs explode all the time.” Sparrow pitches the idea for the 
second time this week and I bite back a grin. It’s actually not the worst idea, 
but it’s not my call. 

Enzo takes another sip from his drink, seeming to consider the option. 

“They have five cook houses that we know of, and if we really want to 
send a message, we need to cut off their supply line as well,” Enzo says. 

“All their shipments come in on one boat,” Alessio says. Apparently 
they’ve all been doing their homework on the Sleepless Reapers. “They 
don’t own it, they just pay the guy a shitload to deliver it.” 

“That’s easy then, we just pay him two shitloads not to deliver to them 
anymore,” Elio says, and Enzo nods in agreement. 

“So, five packages, all set to go off at the same time, and a visit to the 
docks to make sure they can’t get a fresh supply in this city,” Salvatore 
summarizes. “And since I assume we don’t care whether the houses are 
empty before we light them up, it’s even easier.” 

Lorenzo nods again, in agreement with the plan. It’s elegant in its 
simplicity, and the best part is, we can make it happen before the end of the 
week. 

“Pm taking out Big Bass and Shit Stain myself,’ Sparrow says, 
vibrating with the same ferocity that made me fall in love with him. 

“When can we get this done?” Enzo asks, ignoring Sparrow’s demand. 

“T need to go check out each of the locations to see how much juice 
we'll need, but I should be able to have all the packages set and ready to 
blow by Saturday night,” Salvatore answers. 

“Saturday night,” Enzo repeats, fixing his gaze back on Sparrow. 
“Saturday night you can do whatever you like to your bikers. Any sooner 


and it might start raising red flags for the club. Got it?” 

Sparrow licks his lips, his stillness unsettling, like he’s the bomb that’s 
about to go off. I place a hand on his leg under the table and squeeze his 
thigh. He presses into my touch and lets out a slow breath. 

“Saturday it is,” he agrees. 

“Perfect,” Enzo says. “Go.” He dismisses us with a wave of his hand. 


SPARROW 

I feel like a can of soda that’s been spun around on a tilt-a-whirl, ready 
to fucking blow. Five more days. I’ve waited this long, I can wait five more 
days. 

I snag Xaviaro’s hand before he can open the passenger door to his car. 
He stops in his tracks and looks at me with quiet curiosity, arching an 
eyebrow when I don’t explain myself right away. I don’t know what I want, 
actually. I just know I’m too keyed up to go back to the apartment. I could 
go get the rest of my shit from my old place and cancel the lease, but I don’t 
want to do that right now either. 

I want to do something about all of the energy buzzing inside of me, 
making me feel like I need to scream or hit something... or kill a fucking 
biker. I doubt there’s another MMA fight going on in the middle of the day, 
so that’s out. 

“Is there a shooting range around here?” I blurt, the words coming out 
before my brain catches up with my mouth. 

“Not too far,” Xaviaro answers. 

I grin and wrap my hand around his tie, pushing up onto the tips of my 
toes so I can brush my lips against his. “Take me to shoot?” 

“I thought you’d never ask.” 

I steal another rough kiss, then release him so he can open the car door 
for me. The smell of the clean, expensive leather interior has become a 
familiar one, but for some reason, right now it’s a jarring reminder that 
justice for Benny is so close I can taste it. And, in spite of what I thought 
before, the death of this vendetta won’t be the death of Sparrow. I just don’t 
know what after looks like yet. Maybe that’s okay though. 

Who the fuck knows what next week looks like anyway? People pretend 
to, they convince themselves they do, but deep down, we’re all just hanging 
on tight and hoping for the fucking best. 

“Hey, you probably have connections to get me what I would need to 
make my new identity legit, right?” 


“Like, a social security card and everything?” Xaviaro asks, pulling out 
of the parking lot onto the main road. “Sure. That’s easy. You want to go 
back to working in tech after all this or what? We can fake college 
transcripts too if you need us to.” 

“I don’t know.” I shrug. “Maybe. I’m not sure what else I would do.” 

“You can do anything you want. Or you can do nothing. I make more 
than enough to keep you in the lap of luxury.” By the way his lips twitch 
with a teasing smile, he’s not surprised by the growl I give him in response 
to that suggestion. 

“If you think I’m looking for a Sugar Daddy, you need your head 
examined.” 

He barks out a laugh. “Yeah, I didn’t actually expect you to take me up 
on that one. You could at least let me buy you a third pair of jeans though.” 

I shove my finger into the thready hole in the knee of this pair and 
mutter wordlessly under my breath. 

“I could come into the fitting room with you at the store,” he tacks on to 
sweeten the deal, dropping his voice to a suggestive rumble. 

“Maybe,” I say breezily. 

He was right, the shooting range isn’t far. Within a few minutes, we’re 
pulling into the parking lot of a large, windowless building just on the 
outskirts of town. I hop out of the car and head for the main door, but 
Xaviaro’s whistle stops me before I reach it. I turn around to find him with 
the trunk open, rifling around inside. 

“Did you just whistle at me like I’m a dog?” I ask, hitting him with a 
challenging look that he doesn’t see since his head is stuck inside the trunk. 

“Maybe,” he shoots back in the same breezy tone I used a few minutes 
ago. He closes the trunk with an echoing thunk and holds up a pair of 
Glocks. “I figured you might want one of these.” 

The stern admonishment I was preparing evaporates and my mouth falls 
open in awe. They’re a hell of a lot bigger than the snub nose he keeps 
tucked under his jacket at all times, and now I’m wondering what other toys 
he has hidden in his trunk. I might need to do a thorough search at some 
point. 

We head inside and check in at the front desk, get our safety gear, and 
are assigned a range. Once we’re there, Xaviaro gestures me close and 
places one of the pistols into my hand. It’s heavier than it looks, the weight 


of it sending a sense of power and foreboding vibrating down my arm and 
through the rest of my body. 

He slides the magazine out of the one he’s holding to show me how it 
works, rattling off each part of the gun before demonstrating the correct 
grip, with one hand steadying it and the other trigger ready. I consider 
telling him that I actually already know all of this. Phantom did include an 
entire section on firearms in his Hitman 101 course. But the deep, steady 
sound of Xaviaro’s voice as he patiently explains every aspect is just too 
damn sexy to interrupt. 

“One handed looks so much cooler though,” I argue playfully, dropping 
one hand and pretending to aim at the target with the gun cocked sideways 
like criminals in movies always do. 

“Yeah, it looks super cool until the kickback dislocates your shoulder,” 
he says, and I chuckle at the exaggeration, returning to the proper hold. 

“Okay, so I just aim and pull the trigger?” I feign ignorance, fighting to 
keep the smirk off of my face. 

“Aim and squeeze the trigger,” he corrects. 

“Cool.” I aim the first shot off center, hitting just above the target. “Hey, 
I have an idea. Whoever can get the most shots in the center of the target 
gets to decide how we kill those fuckers,” I bargain. 

This time Xaviaro is the one who laughs. “Sure,” he agrees, taking his 
turn first. He fires five rounds, hitting the center almost every time except 
for two that are just barely off. “But you know, if you want me to make the 
plan, you could’ve just said that,” he taunts. 

“Now, now, at least give me a chance.” I tut, and he waves his hand in a 
‘be my guest’ type of gesture. 

Done fucking with him, I line the sight up correctly this time and fire 
five more rounds straight down the center, hitting dead in the middle of the 
target every time. Then I lower the gun and re-engage the safety before 
spinning to face him with a cocky grin. 

“You played me,” he accuses. 

“You underestimated me,” I say with a wink. 

“Well, I definitely won’t make that mistake again.” He nudges me out of 
the way and gets ready for another round. “Best two out of three?” 

“Oh, you’re on, Killer.” 

We shoot until my shoulders are getting sore and my ears are ringing, 
despite the protective covers over them. By the end, I couldn’t actually tell 


you who the better shot is. Probably Xaviaro still, but I can safely say I 
gave him a run for his money. 

“So, you have a plan in mind for Saturday or what?” he asks as we 
leave the building some time later. 

“I have some ideas,” I confirm coyly, following him around to the trunk 
and handing over the Glock so he can store it under the floor mat with the 
handful of other weapons he apparently keeps back there. 

“Care to share any of them?” Xaviaro asks, closing the trunk again, then 
caging me in against it. 

I run my hands along his chest, feeling the shape of the rope harness 
hidden underneath. 

“Firefly, the head honcho of that clown show, is a_ paranoid 
motherfucker. He gets a new burner phone every few days, but he’s enough 
of a dumbass that the way he lets his crew know is by texting them from the 
new number to say it’s him.” 

Xaviaro smirks. “Alright, I’m following. Once shit starts going down, 
we get them where we want them, then pop them.” 

I nod. “Exactly.” 

“Works for me,” he agrees easily, leaning down enough that I’m able to 
catch his mouth in a slow, greedy kiss, one hand on his jaw and the other 
still tracing the shape of the rope through his shirt. 

“Come on, let’s go pack up the rest of my meager shit so I never have to 
think about that rat-hole apartment again,” I say when I break the kiss. 

“Yeah? I wasn’t sure if you meant that last night or if it was just the 
high of three orgasms talking.” 

“I meant it,” I assure him. “You’re stuck with me, Killer. I hope that’s 
Okay.” 

“More than okay. I already told you that if you tried to leave I would 
find you,” he reminds me with a look that’s half threat, half romantic 
promise, which is the exact right ratio if you ask me. 

“T love you, you terrifying murder marshmallow.” 

“I love you, Little Sparrow,” he murmurs, brushing a kiss to my 
forehead. 

Whatever comes after Saturday, we’ll figure it out. Either that, or we’ ll 
die trying. 
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Chapter 20 


SPARROW 
THE QUIET, RHYTHMIC PURR of the car engine is the only sound 
between us aside from our steady breathing and the rush of my own pulse in 
my ears. We’ve been silently watching the sun disappear for the last half 
hour, a surreal feeling settling into my bones as the sky gets darker and 
darker. 

I don’t know if Xaviaro is simply content with the quiet, already in 
murder mode, completely focused and waiting to pounce, or if he can sense 
that my thoughts are too far away to hold a proper conversation right now. 

My mind jumps between childhood memories with golden filters over 
them—a million tiny moments with my brother that I didn’t appreciate at 
the time. Stupid fights and sharing toys, hours spent in shoddily built forts 
and Keep Out signs on our bedroom doors, laughing until we nearly pissed 
ourselves, and crying on each other’s shoulders about all the things we 
couldn’t share with anyone else. 

I swallow around the lump in my throat, the burn of unshed tears in my 
eyes making my blood hotter by the second. Rage pulses through my veins 
like poison, and there’s only one way for me to bleed it out for good. 

I guess it’s not surprising that I’ve been stuck in memories of my 
brother all week long, but tonight it’s worse than ever. Tonight feels like the 
funeral Benny never got. It’s my chance to finally lay him to rest and give 
us both peace. 


Xaviaro’s hand on my thigh startles me out of my thoughts and I loosen 
my grip on the handle of my dagger. I can’t remember pulling it out, but I 
must have at some point. 

“We should be about five minutes out if everything goes to plan. Do you 
want to go over it one more time?” he offers. 

“Sure, Killer. If it'll make you feel better, we can go over it again.” I run 
my thumb absently over the cold steel of the flat surface of the blade, 
careful not to catch it on the sharpened edge. 

“Alright, I just checked in with Romeo, Alessio’s solider. He’s got eyes 
on Firefly. He’s been holed up in his apartment with a couple of working 
girls all afternoon, none of his guys know or care where he’s at,” he says, 
and I nod. 

“When Sal sends a thumbs-up, that’s our signal that the packages blew, 
which means the club will be erupting into chaos.” I rattle off the next part. 
We’ve gone over it so many times I could recite it all in my sleep, but at 
least this is giving me something to do to pass the next few minutes. 

“Right. You fire off a text to Bass and Shithead or whatever his name is 
to get them up here,” he says, and I snort at the improved moniker. 

I let the venom in my veins seep into my grin. “And then all we have to 
do is wait for them to get their asses here so the fun can start.” 

“Should only be a ten-minute ride from their clubhouse.” 

“Tf that,” I say, and then blow out a steadying breath. It’s so fucking 
close I can taste it, but every second that ticks by feels like a goddamn 
eternity. My muscles quiver and my heart beats faster with the torture of 
waiting. With an impatient huff, I throw open the passenger door and get 
out of the car, gulping down a breath of fresh air as my feet hit the dirt. 

I pace over to the edge of the ravine a few feet away, and the sound of 
his car door slamming closed echoes in the otherwise quiet evening. The 
burble of the flowing river far below is relaxing. It reminds me of a little 
fountain I used to have on the table in my living room, manufacturing the 
sounds of nature inside the pristine white walls of an overpriced prison. I 
turn around and find Xaviaro right behind me. 

“There’s no point trying to convince you to find some inner peace 
before they get here, is there?” he asks, studying my face with barely veiled 
concern. 

I shake my head. “Nope. I’m sticking with berserker rage all the way on 
this one.” 


“Fair enough. And I promised to hang back and let you have this, but if 
shit goes sideways, I’m taking the kill shot,” he reminds me. 

I step close and wrap my arms around him. “I know. It’s not going to go 
sideways though. This is pure karmic justice. The universe owes me this 
much.” 

He runs his hand up and down my back, then kisses the top of my head. 
Pressed up against him, I can feel the vibration of his phone in his pocket, 
and my pulse skyrockets again. This is it. Xaviaro unfolds his arms from 
around me and pulls out his phone to check, turning the screen towards me 
to show me the thumbs-up from Sal. 

My hands are shaking with pure adrenaline as I pull the burner phone 
out of the pocket of my jacket pocket. I typed the message earlier, so all I 
have to do is hit Send. It was honestly too fucking easy to get Bass and Shit 
Stain’s phone numbers, and just like I expected, their responses to the text 
are immediate and lacking any suspicion that they’re being led into a trap. 

“They’re on their way,” I tell Xaviaro, tucking my phone away again, 
then striding back towards the car to get the supplies I need. 

It’s like the fuse of a bomb being lit. All the jittery, unstable energy 
that’s been coursing through me for days solidifies into something with 
purpose—a sharp, dangerous focus that drowns out everything else. I gather 
what I need from the trunk and then the two of us melt into the shadows to 
wait. 

In no time at all, the roar of their engines cuts through the night, 
echoing like thunder to announce their approach. Xaviaro and I share a 
look, and the ice in his eyes only makes the vengeful fury under my skin 
burn hotter. My perfect counterbalance. The mate to my inky black soul. 

The Shit Brain Brothers roll to a stop in the clearing right near the edge 
of the ravine. The BMW is parked just out of sight, and neither of the bikers 
notice us lurking in the shadows as they glance around for Firefly. Xaviaro 
waits, perfectly still and emotionless like he’s waiting for a bus instead of 
my signal to jump a couple of dudes. My stillness is different—it’s far from 
emotionless, it’s simply the calm of the gathering storm. 

I hold my breath, feeling the coil of my muscles like a panther about to 
pounce, tracking their movements as they amble around the clearing, loudly 
discussing the explosions as they draw closer to our hiding spot, completely 
unaware. A slight incline of my head is the signal Xaviaro is waiting for. We 
both spring into action. 


Two steps out of the shadows and Shit Stain turns towards the sound of 
my footsteps. Confusion clouds his expression for a fraction of a second, 
but I don’t give him a chance to work out what’s happening before I’m on 
him, wrapping the bungee cord around his throat and toppling him to the 
ground in one swift movement. 

He yelps and claws at the cord, kicking his feet as I tower over him, 
planting one foot in the middle of his chest and pulling out my dagger 
again. The blade glints in the moonlight and his eyes go wide. I spare a 
quick look over my shoulder to make sure everything went to plan with Big 
Bass as well. I didn’t doubt my man for a second, of course, so I’m not 
surprised to see him standing over the large man with his snub nose pointed 
at Bass’s head, his foot on the biker’s throat. 

“What the fuck?” Shit Stain tries to move and I step on him a little 
harder to keep him in place. 

With my free hand, I reach into my other coat pocket and pull out my 
own phone, opening it to the picture that’s been haunting me for too damn 
long. I stoop down, replacing my foot with my knee, jamming it into Shit 
Stain’s rib cage as I shove the phone into his face. 

“Benny LeBlanc. Ring any bells?” I spit the words through clenched 
teeth. The confusion in his wide eyes only intensifies as he struggles to drag 
in a deeper breath while I press my weight harder against his chest. He darts 
a glance towards Bass, then back at me, licking his cracked, dry lips. 

“I don’t...” He shakes his head, everything in his expression is meant to 
appease me. I huff out an angry, scoffing laugh. 

“No, you probably wouldn’t, would you? After all, he was just one in a 
long fucking line of victims. You get them hooked and then you treat them 
like your own personal fuck toys because you’re all too goddamn disgusting 
to get laid the right way.” I toss my phone to the ground as I hiss the words, 
shoving the blade of my knife up against his throat. 

“What the fuck are you talking about?” Big Bass rasps, knowing better 
than to actually try to struggle against Xaviaro. I look over my shoulder and 
see him doing the same darty-eyed, panicked thing, looking back and forth 
between Xaviaro and I, shooting helping glances at his dumbass friend, 
hoping Shit Stain will come up with some brilliant plan to get them out of 
this. 

“Are you fucking stupid?” I actually do laugh this time. I’m sure Xav’s 
foot is cutting off some oxygen, but come on. This is an open book fucking 


test at this point. “I just told you. Benny LeBlanc. You fucking assholes 
abused him, then you watched him overdose, and dumped his fucking body 
without a care in the world. He didn’t matter to you, but he mattered to me.” 
I start out screaming the words at him, but by the end, my tone is just as icy 
and deadly calm as Xaviaro’s expression is. 

I’m not going to get the satisfaction of their remorse. They’ll never 
understand what they took from me, but at least I can make them fucking 
regret it with their final breath. 

“Sorry about your boyfriend or whoever he was,” Shit Stain starts to 
babble, clearly going into bargaining mode, hoping there will be some way 
to talk his way out of the fate he sealed the moment he handed my brother a 
meth pipe. “We’re reasonable. We can make this right. You want money? 
You want drugs?” he offers. “A custom bike? Tell us, and we can get you 
anything you want.” 

I scoff, leaning my weight into my knee, pressing it into his chest until 
he yelps. “I don’t want a goddamn thing...” I push the blade of the knife 
harder into his throat, my hand completely steady now as everything inside 
of me turns to pure stone. I lean in closer and whisper the next words 
menacingly, “...except to watch you bleed.” I drag my dagger across his 
throat before I even finish the sentence. 

His eyes go wide and he makes a gurgling sound before his throat splits 
open and spills a river of crimson blood. My chest heaves, all of the rage 
and hurt I’ve carried around since the moment I learned my brother was 
gone flows out of me and seeps into the soil along with the blood that pours 
from Shit Stain’s open wound. 

In my peripheral, I’m aware of the way Big Bass starts to flail, 
attempting to get out from under Xaviaro’s foot, in spite of the gun pointed 
at his face. Xaviaro barely budges, waiting like the Queen’s Guard for my 
next instruction. 

When Shit Stain stops twitching and his eyes glaze over lifelessly, I get 
to my feet. I brush the dirt off of my jeans and take notice of how slow and 
even my heartbeat is. The storm that’s been battering at me from the inside 
since the moment Benny fell in with the Reapers has finally quieted. The 
hurt and anger are still there, but they’re different than they were. I take a 
breath and it feels like it fills my lungs properly for the first time in ages. 

I meet Xaviaro’s gaze, his expression nothing but the same steadying 
calm that’s been centering me since we met. I jerk my chin towards the 


edge of the ravine and he nods, easing up his foot from Big Bass’s throat. 
The man scrambles to flee, but Xav catches him before he’s even fully back 
on his feet, wrapping an arm around his throat and squeezing tightly. 

“Walk,” Xaviaro growls low in Bass’s ear. 

When they reach the ledge, Xaviaro releases his grip, letting the man 
teeter on the edge for a moment. Bass windmills his arms, looking over the 
edge into the dark, seemingly bottomless drop-off. He shifts his weight, 
rocks and dirt dislodging and crumbling under his feet as he tries to step 
back, to put distance between himself and his inescapable fate. But Xaviaro 
is right behind him, looming like the silent, deadly threat he is. 

I close the distance between us in a few strides, coming up on Bass from 
the side. He darts his attention between the two of us, looking over my 
shoulder at the lifeless body of his friend behind me. His eyes tighten after a 
moment, narrowing as he sets his jaw in angry defiance. He’s not going to 
die begging the way Shit Stain did. I can respect that. But it’s not going to 
change the outcome. 

“Say his name,” I bark, thrusting my bloodied dagger towards him, 
pointing the blade at the spot where I can see his pulse fluttering in his 
meaty throat. “Benny LeBlanc. Fucking say it.” 

“Like it’s my fucking fault he was a meth head?” Bass scoffs. “I don’t 
hunt people down to get them hooked. They come to us. They beg for our 
dicks too. I don’t remember your boyfriend or whoever the fuck he was, but 
he probably died with a smile on his slutty, junkie face.” 

The rage is back, red and pulsing, throbbing through my veins. I step 
closer and for all his taunting and vibrato, Bass flinches. 

“Say his name and Pll let you go,” I lie, layering a veil of sweetness 
over the murder in my tone. “Benny LeBlanc,” I prompt again. “Say it.” 

“Benny LeBlanc,” Big Bass mutters my brother’s name through 
clenched teeth. He doesn’t deserve to even have Benny’s name on his lips, 
but I want them to be the last words he ever utters. 

“Do it,” I say flatly. I was so set on pulling the trigger, but it doesn’t 
matter. Either way, he’s going to end up in the same place, and none of it is 
going to bring Benny back. I knew that going in, but having it over just 
solidifies that reality. 

Big Bass opens his mouth like he’s planning to remind me that I 
promised to let him go. As if a broken promise is the worst thing any of us 
have ever done. Xaviaro doesn’t hesitate. A single loud pop rings through 


the air and Bass crumples, falling over the side of the ravine and splashing 
into the dark waters below. 

I blow out a trembling breath and Xaviaro tucks his gun away. He pulls 
out a fresh white handkerchief and hands it to me. I look down at the blood 
on my hands and let out a humorless chuckle. 

“T still think it would have been funny to make them dig their own 
graves,” I mutter as I wipe myself clean, or at least as clean as I’ll get 
without a proper shower. 

“Tt would’ve taken all night though. And who do you think has to fill the 
graves back in once these fuckers are dead?” He rehashes the same 
argument he used on me when I brought up the idea the first time a few 
nights ago. 

“Yeah, yeah.” I wave a hand dismissively and he strides over to sweep 
me up into his arms. 

I yelp with surprise and then laugh as I wrap my arms around his 
shoulders and my legs around his waist. 

“How are you feeling?” The cold detachment from a few minutes ago is 
gone now. He studies my face with softness in his eyes, his arms tight 
around me. 

“Pm fine, you marshmallow,” I tease, bringing my lips to his but 
stopping short of a kiss. “I think it’s just fully hitting me that Benny is 
really gone.” 

He bridges the last half inch and presses his lips against mine. I smile 
into the kiss, letting the heavy feelings in my chest unravel and float away 
on the breeze. Eventually, we break the kiss and he sets me back down. 

“Let me toss this fucker and then I say we go home and take a steaming 
hot shower,” he says, and I groan blissfully. 

“Yes, please.” 


XAVIARO 

Sparrow is quiet during the drive home. It’s not the same stunned quiet 
that he wore after shit went down with Riff Raff. It’s more quiet and 
contemplative. When we get up to my apartment, I send a text to Enzo that 
simply says “Done” so he’ll know everything is handled on our end. 

Whatever happens with the Sleepless Reapers from here remains to be 
seen, but Sparrow has his closure, and that was my main priority tonight. 
Enzo’s response is a simple thumbs-up. Tomorrow we’|l have a meeting to 


debrief on how things went with the rest of the plan, but as far as the rest of 
tonight goes, I’m officially off the clock for a few hours. 

I set my phone down on my dresser as Sparrow and I enter the bedroom 
and reach up to loosen my tie. But he finally seems to come out of his deep 
thoughts, shooting me a playful warning look and batting my hand away so 
he can do it himself. 

“Everything go off without a hitch with the cook houses?” he asks as he 
loosens the knot and then slides my tie off of my neck before starting in on 
my buttons. 

“Everything’s good,” I answer, because I’m sure it is. If anyone knows 
how to blow shit up, it’s Sal. Buildings, cars, his own relationships, he can 
do it all without breaking a sweat. 

His fingers brush over my bare skin as he exposes it inch by inch, 
raising goose bumps and stoking the heat that always simmers in my gut 
whenever he’s near. We fall into an unhurried kiss while I help him out of 
his clothes. My cock swells as he tangles his tongue around mine, but I 
ignore it, too fixated on the breathy sounds Sparrow feeds me and the way 
he relaxes against my body to care about anything else. 

Eventually, we stumble into the bathroom, breaking the kiss just long 
enough for me to turn on the shower, cranking the knob as hot as we can 
both stand it. 

Tonight wasn’t just the end of a chapter for Sparrow, it was the end of 
an entire fucking obsession. What if he’s not the same person now it’s over? 
That question has kept me awake for the last two nights, watching him 
sleep while I waited for the axe to fall. 

I turn back towards him and Sparrow is already right behind me, ready 
to claim the space between my arms that has never belonged to anyone else. 
He steals another kiss before pushing me backward into the shower and 
following me in. 

“Hey, maybe I could be a hitman. I’m pretty good at it now.” 

“Uh...” I stumble over a polite way to tell him that the last thing he 
should be is a hitman. But apparently my lack of answer is loud and clear, 
because he scoffs and playfully twists my nipple, dragging a moan from my 
throat. 

“Fine, I won’t step on your toes. Clearly you’re not up for the 
competition.” He sniffs. 


“Yeah, that’s it,” I agree diplomatically, reaching for the bodywash and 
filling my hand with it. He hums and sags against me as I start to massage 
the suds into his skin, tilting his head so I can get his shoulders. I lean in 
and press a kiss to the sparrow tattoo on the side of his neck. 

“Tt was Benny’s favorite bird,” he says. “When we were little, a sparrow 
made a nest in the tree right outside our bedroom window and he spent 
weeks waiting for the eggs to hatch and then watching the baby birds until 
they got big enough to leave the nest.” His voice is soothing, echoing off 
the tiled walls in a somber tone as I continue to work the lather over his wet 
skin. “They’re aggressive little birds, did you know that? And unlike most 
birds, they can change their tune, they don’t always stick to the exact same 
melody.” 

“Sounds like the perfect bird for you.” I kiss his tattoo again and he lets 
out a throaty chuckle. 

“T guess it is,” he says. “I thought I would feel different now that 
everything is over, but I think this whole thing changed me right down to 
my bones.” 

“T like this version of you, little bird.” I cup his face in one hand, tilting 
it up towards mine. 

“I think I do too. Dark and twisted isn’t always a bad thing.” 

“On you, my Sparrow, dark and twisted is absolutely beautiful.” 

“So, what happens now?” he asks, echoing my earlier thoughts. 

“Happily ever after?” I know it’s naively optimistic of me, but I’m long 
overdue for a little of that, aren’t I? It’s not too much to hope that this end is 
really just the start of something, is it? 

He tilts his head up, resting his chin in the middle of my chest, a smile 
stretching over his lips. 

“Do killers get happy endings?” 

I drag my thumb along the shape of his lips, memorizing them like I 
plan to every day for the rest of our lives. “We can have whatever we want, 
Little Sparrow.” 

“And we’ll whack whoever tries to tell us otherwise?” he teases in a bad 
Italian accent. 

I snort with amusement, dipping my head to bring my mouth close to 
his again. “Exactly,” I murmur, bumping our noses together. 

“Sounds pretty damn good to me.” 

It sounds perfect. 
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Chapter 21 


SPARROW 
“THIS IS... NOT WHAT I expected,” I say as I get out of Xaviaro’s car in 
front of a cozy single-story house that sits on a quiet street lined with 
mature trees and whimsical mailboxes, like the entire neighborhood was 
plucked straight out of a picture book of propaganda about the virtues of 
Middle America. 

He chuckles, stuffing his keys into his pocket and looking at the house 
with a fond expression. He’s wearing his usual suit today, but for the first 
time since we met, he didn’t strap the holster to his chest before putting on 
his jacket. As far as I know, he’s not carrying a single weapon this 
afternoon, and neither am I. It feels strangely quaint. 

“Enzo has tried talking her into an upgrade, something a little fancier, 
but Nonna Moretti is a tough old broad. She knows what she wants and 
she’s not hearing a word from her grandson or anybody else,” Xaviaro 
explains with a chuckle. 

“T think Nonna Moretti and I are going to get along famously,” I decide, 
grabbing the bottle of wine and bouquet of flowers I insisted we stop for on 
our Way over. 

The driveway is already lined with expensive cars. I can’t help but 
wonder if the neighbors ever peek out their windows and whisper about 
who’s over here for dinner. Do they know that the sweet old lady they live 
right next door to is actually the Moretti matriarch, holding Sunday dinners 
for the most dangerous men in the city? When we reach the front door, 


Xaviaro puts one arm around my shoulders and raises the other to knock. It 
flies open within seconds, and we’re greeted by Elio, wearing a huge grin 
and dressed down in a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. 

I look him up and down, completely thrown off by the sight of any of 
these men dressed so casually. Part of me has been assuming they all sleep 
in their suits, somehow waking up unwrinkled and immediately going into 
Terminator mode. 

“Looking good, Row,” Elio yanks me out of Xaviaro’s grasp to pull me 
in for an unexpected hug. 

I caved and agreed to add a few more items to my wardrobe. I figured 
having one pair of jeans without holes in them wouldn’t be the worst thing 
in the world. 

“Row?” I repeat, wriggling out of the hug after a few seconds before the 
oaf can crush the flowers I brought to charm Nonna Moretti with. 

“Sparrow is a mouthful,” he explains. 

I snort and open my mouth to make a crude comment, but Salvatore 
appears behind Elio and does it for me. 

“PII bet he is, eh, Xav?” He waggles his eyebrows and Xaviaro simply 
fixes him with his signature expressionless stare, refusing to give an inch 
for them to run with. 

I’m unsurprised that Salvatore opted to stick with a suit in spite of the 
apparently casual option of today’s get-together. It’s royal blue and paired 
with a stunning silver tie. 

“Listen, we could stand out here and make dick jokes all night.” I give 
them a sweetly threatening smile and make a shooing motion with my full 
hands, hoping they’ Il get the hint and move out of the damn way so we can 
come inside. 

“I’m game for that,” Sal agrees with a smirk. 

“Same,” Elio says with a shrug. 

“Move.” Xaviaro takes a more direct approach, saying the single word 
with the weight of authority that’s hot as fuck as long as I’m not the one 
he’s trying to boss around. When the chuckleheads don’t do as he says 
immediately, he simply takes a step forward, his hand on my lower back 
propelling me forward until they’re forced to scatter before we plow right 
into them. 

“My boys.” An elderly woman with a thick Italian accent shuffles down 
the hallway to greet us. 


Her hair is steel gray with a few streaks of black remaining, swept up in 
a fancy bun on top of her head. She’s dressed in a cream pantsuit that brings 
out the olive tones in her skin. She’s even smaller than my own petite 
stature, but there’s something in her eyes that dares a motherfucker to refer 
to her as frail. 

“Its good to see you, Nonna.” Xaviaro greets her with a delicate hug 
like he’s afraid to break her. 

“You’re too skinny,” she chides him, letting him go and turning to me. 
“And you must be the one my grandson keeps complaining about.” 

My smile widens. “Enzo’s complaining about me?” 

She laughs, I’m assuming at the inappropriately cheerful tone of my 
response. I doubt most people are quite so amused to hear that a mob boss 
is bitching to his grandma about them. 

“I wasn’t complaining,” Enzo argues, appearing in the same doorway 
Nonna emerged from. “I said you’ve got Xaviaro twisted into a pretzel.” 

“And I told him that’s a good thing,” Nonna says, standing in front of 
me and looking me up and down. “If love doesn’t twist you up into 
someone you hardly recognize, it’s not worth it. And my boys are all long 
overdue for that kind of love. I don’t care if it’s a man or a woman, I just 
want to see them all settled before I go to my grave.” She shoots each of the 
guys a pointed look. “The clock is ticking.” 

I stifle a snicker at the chastised expressions on all of their faces. 

“Oh please, Nonna.” Alessio joins the conversation from behind Enzo. 
“You’re going to live forever.” 

“In your hearts, yes. On this earthly plane? Let’s hope not,” she says 
bluntly, and I decide that I’m definitely going to get along with this feisty 
old woman. 

“T brought these as a thank you for having me over for dinner. It smells 
delicious,” I say, offering her the flowers and wine. 

“Finally, some manners in this house,” Nonna says dramatically, taking 
the offering from me and giving me a kiss on the cheek, leaving sticky 
lipstick in her wake before carrying the gifts into the kitchen. 

“Way to get us in trouble before dinner,” Alessio complains quietly. 

I shoot him a smug look. “Charming family is just one of my many 
skills.” 

“Speaking of which,” Enzo says, stepping out of the doorway that leads 
to the kitchen, leaving his grandma to finish cooking. “Xav says you do 


tech.” 

“Sure. Programming, most troubleshooting and repairs, websites, all the 
basics and then some,” I answer. 

“Good. That’s exactly what we need.” Enzo nods as if something is 
settled. 

“Was that a job offer?” I cock my head. “Because I’m going to need to 
hear the actual offer part. And don’t expect me to come cheap.” 

His lips twitch with a suppressed smile and he tugs on the lapels of his 
suit to straighten it. “We’ll talk,” he concedes, and I nod this time. 

“We’ll talk,” I agree. 

“Elio, Enzo, come set the table,” Nonna calls from the kitchen, and I’m 
not the only one who titters this time. There’s absolutely nothing funnier 
than a couple of mobsters and their grandmother. Fight me. 

They slink off and I lean into the warmth of Xaviaro at my back. 

“You really can’t stop busting his balls, can you?” he asks with a quiet 
laugh. 

“Its good for him,” I whisper back, turning towards him and meeting 
his eyes. “For the record, I’m all pretzel-fied over you too.” I rise up onto 
the tips of my toes and brush my lips against his. 

Salvatore groans. 

“Yeah, you two are gross,” Alessio says. 

“Jealous,” I taunt, dragging my thumb over Xaviaro’s lip to wipe off the 
lingering dampness from the brief kiss. “You two never know, the love of 
your life could come along and break your nose any day.” 

Salvatore’s eyes go wide. “He’s the one who broke your nose?” 

“Oops,” I mutter, grimacing apologetically at Xaviaro. I assumed all the 
guys knew about our epic meet-cute at this point. 

Alessio cackles. “I’m thinking Elio has the best shot at that one.” 

“Wait, what?” Curiosity prickles through me. 

“Ah, shit, forget I said anything. Elio will fucking kill me,” he 
backtracks immediately. 

Salvatore snorts. “Elio is a pussy cat.” 

“Yeah, I’m definitely scarier than Elio,” I scoff. 

“Dinner,” Nonna shouts from the kitchen again, effectively putting a 
stop to the gossip before my curiosity can be satisfied. 

It’s a question for another day, I suppose. And, honestly, I love that there 
will be other days. It’ll always be bittersweet that I have another day and 


Benny never will again. No amount of bloodshed managed to change the 
reality of that. Xaviaro puts a hand on my back again to lead me into the 
dining room, and I lean into the warm weight of his presence. 

The revenge might not have done anything to bring Benny back, but it 
did lead me straight to Xaviaro. I’ve never believed in fate or that anything 
is meant to be. Life is too damn random and painful for bullshit platitudes 
like that. What I do believe is that sometimes you meet the right people 
exactly when you need them most. There isn’t a doubt anywhere inside of 
me that Xaviaro is my right person. 

We all file into the dining room and take seats around a table filled with 
a boggling array of different foods, all of which smell sinful. Like, I would 
definitely cut somebody for the lambchop Xaviaro loads onto my plate. 
Luckily, the only thing I end up needing a knife for is to add a pat of butter 
to my bread. 

I glance around the table while everyone else fills their plates, laughing 
and shouting over each other. It’s the kind of family I always wished for, I 
just didn’t expect it to be The Family. But I think I can work with this. At 
least shit will never be dull. My eyes land on Xaviaro one more time and 
my heart flutters when he meets my gaze. 

“Do you mind?” Salvatore complains. “How are we supposed to eat 
when you’re making googly eyes at each other all night?” 

I hold up my middle finger before I remember that Nonna is present and 
I should probably behave myself. Cringing, I tuck it away quickly, folding 
my hands in my lap. 

“Don’t make me shoot you, Sal,” Nonna warns in a casual tone that 
catches me off guard. 

“Nonna,” Enzo gasps in surprise. 

“Don’t look at me like that. I was a better shot than your grandfather 
and I haven’t lost a step.” 

“We should go to the shooting range sometime, Nonna,” I suggest, 
earning skeptical looks from the rest of the table. 

“Count me in. As long as it won’t bruise your ego when I prove what a 
deadeye I am,” she warns. 

“I assure you, my ego is unbruisable.” 

We all dig into our food and Xaviaro puts one hand on my knee under 
the table. Always there, always mine, just like I’ve been unshakably his 
since before I even realized it. Probably from the moment I broke his nose 


then ran for my life. I grin at the memory, and my heart thuds out a strong, 
steady beat that I swear whispers his name. 

The Sleepless Reapers haven’t been completely run out of town yet, but 
at least it’s a work in progress. My old life is well and truly gone, and no 
part of me wants it back. And what happens next is still up in the air, at least 
as far as a career. The rest of the ‘what’s next’ is pretty solid... It’s Xaviaro. 
That’s it. And it’s everything. He’s everything. 

“I love you, Killer,” I whisper, living and dying with the smile that 
spreads slowly over his lips. 

“And I love you, my Deadly Little Sparrow.” 
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